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SWIFT. 



An account of Dr. Swift has been already col- 
lected, with great diligence and acuteness, by Dr# 
Hawkesworth, according to a scheme which I 
laid before him in the intimacy of our friendship. 
I cannot therefore be expected to say much of a life, 
concerning which I had long since communicated 
my thoughts to a man capable of dignifying his 
narrations with so much elegance of language and 
force of sentiment. 

Jonathan Swift was, according to an account 
said to be written by himself*, the son of Jona- 
than Swift, an attorney, and was born at Dublin 
on St. Andrew's day, I667 : according to his own 
report, as delivered by Pope to Spence, he was 
born at Leicester, the son of a clergyman, who was 
minister of a parish in Herefordshire t. During 
his life the place of his birth was undetermined. 
He was contented to be called an Irishman by the 
Irish J but would occasionally call himself an En-r 
glishman. The question may, without much re* 
gret, be left in the obscurity in which he delighted * 
to involve it. 

* This account was really written by the Deau ; and exists in 
his own hand- writing, in the library of Dublin College, 
t Spence's Anecdotes, vol. ii. p. 273. 
VOL. III. « B 



2 SWIFT. 

Whatever was his birth, his education was Irish. 
He was sent at the age of six to the school at Kil- 
kenny, and in his fifteenth year (1682) was admitted 
into the University of Dublin. 

In his academical studies he was either not di- 
ligent or not happy. It must disappoint every 
reader's expectation, that, when at the usual time 
he claimed the Bachelorship of Arts, he was found 
by the examiners too conspicuously deficient for 
regular admission, and obtained his degree at last 
by special favour ; a term used in that university 
to denote want of merit. 

Of this disgrace it may be easily supposed that he 
was much ashamed, and shame had its proper effect 
in producing reformation. He resolved from that 
time to study eight hours a-day, and continued his 
industry for seven years, with what improvement 
is sufficiently known. This part of his story well 
deserves to be remembered j it may afford useful 
admonition and powerful encouragemeut to men 
wTiose abilities -have been made for a time useless 
by their passions or pleasures, and who having lost 
one part of life in idleness, are tempted to throw 
away the remainder in despair. 

In this course 6f daily application he continued 
three years longer at Dublin ; and in this time, if 
the observation and memory o£ an old companion 
may be trusted, he drew the first sketch of his 
"Tale of a Tub/* 

When he was about one-and-twenty (1688), being 
by the death of Godwin Swifl his uncle, who had 
supported him, left without subsistence, he went 
to consult his mother, who then lived at Leicester, 



atRdut tbe fbttrre omirse of his life j ^d by ber 
direction solicited the advice and patronage of Sif 
WilUam Temple, who bad married one of Mrs. 
Swift's relations^ and whose father. Sir John Temple, 
Master of the Rolls in Irdand, had lived in great 
familiarity of friendship with Godwin Swift, by 
wliom Jonathan had been to that time maintained. 

Temple received with sufficient kindnesd the 
nephew of his father's friend, with wh(Mn he was, 
when they conversed together, so much pleased, 
that he detained him two years in his house. Here 
he became known to King William, who sometkneil 
visited Temple, when be was disabled by the goirt, 
and, being attended by Swift in the gardenr, showed 
him how to cut asparagus in the Dutch w^y. 

King William's notions were all military j and he 
expressed his kindness to Swift by offering to makei 
him a captain of hor^. 

When Temple removed to Moor-park^ he took 
Swift with him ; and when he was consulted by ^6i 
Earl of Portland about tbe expedience of complying 
with a bill then depending for making parliaments 
tii^imal, against which King William was strongfy 
prejudiced, after having in vain tried to show tbe 
earl that the proposal in vdved nothing dangerous 
to royd power, he sent Swift for the same purpose 
to the kii^ Swift, who probaWy was proud athiB 
employment, and went with all the con^dence of 
a young man, found his arguments, and his art of 
disj^aying them, usade totally ineffectual by the 
predetennmation of the king; add used to mentioil 
this disap|»oiBtiiie»t as his firi^ a&^ote attest 
vmitf . 

B 2 



* SWIFT. 

Before he left Ireland he contracted a disorder, 
as he thought, by eating too much fruit. The 
original of diseases is commonly obscure. Almost 
every body eats as much fruit as he can get, with- 
out any great inconvenience. The disease of Swift 
was giddiness with deafness, which attacked him 
from time to time, began very early, pursued him 
through life, and at last sent him to the grave, de- 
prived of reason. 

Being much oppressed at Moor-park by this 
grievous malady, he was advised to try his native 
air, and went to Ireland; but finding no benefit, re- 
turned to Sir William, at whose house he continued 
his studies, and is known to have read, among other 
books, " Cyprian** and " Irenaeus.'* He thought 
exercise of great necessity, and used to run half a 
mile up and down a hill every two hours. 

It is easy to imagine that the mode in which his 
first degree was conferred, left him no great fond- 
ness for the University of Dublin, and therefore he 
resolved to become a Master of Arts at Oxford. 
In the testimonial which he produced, the words of 
disgrace were omitted ; and he took his Master's 
degree (July 5, 1692), with such reception and 
regard as fully contented him. 

While he lived with Temple, he used to pay his 
mother at Leicester a yearly visit. He travelled on 
foot, unless some violence of weather drove him into 
a waggon ; and at night he would go toapenny lodg- 
ipg, where he purchased clean sheets for sixpence. 
This practice Lord Orrery imputes to his innate love 
of grossness and vulgarity: some may ascribe it to 
his desire of surveying human life through all its 



SWIFT. O 

varieties ; and others, perhaps with equal probabi- 
lity, to a passion which seems to have been deeply 
fixed in his heart, the love of a shilling. 

In time he began to think that his attendance at 
Moor-park deserved some other recompence than 
the pleasure, however mingled with improvement, 
of Temple's conversation ; and grew so impatient, 
that (I694) he went away in discontent. 

Temple, conscious of having given reascm for 
complaint, is-said to have made him deputy Master 
of the Rolls in Ireland ; which, according to his 
kinsman's account, was an office which he knew 
him not able to discharge. Swift therefore resolved 
to enter into the Church, in which he had at first 
no higher hopes than of the chaplainship to the 
Factory at Lisbon ; but being recommended to 
Lord Capel, he obtained the prebend of Kilroot 
in Connor, of about a hundred pounds a year. 

But the infirmities of Temple made a companion 
like Swift so necessary, that he invited him back, 
with a promise to procure him English preferment 
in exchange for the prebend, which he desired him 
to resign. With this request Swift complied, having 
perhaps equally repented their separation, and they 
lived on together with mutual satisfaction 5 and, in 
the four years that passed between his return and 
Temple's death, it is probable that he wrote the 
**Tale of a Tub" and the " Battle of the Books." 

Swift began early to think, or to hope, that he 
was a poet, and wrote Pindaric Odes to Temple, to 
the king, and to the Athenian Society, a knot of 
obscure men, who published a periodical pamphlet 
of answers to questions, sent, or supposed to be sent, 



by letters. I have been told that Dryden, having 
perused these verses, said, ** Cousin Swift, you will 
never be a poet ;** and that this denunciation was 
the motive of Swift's perpetual malevolence to 
Dryden. 

In 1699 Temple died, and left a legacy with his 
manuscripts to Swift, for whom he had obtained, 
from King William, a promise of the first prebend 
that should be vacant at Westminster or Canterbury. 

That this promise might not be forgotten. Swift 
dedicated to the king the posthumous works with 
which he was intrusted j but neither the dedi- 
cation, nor tenderness for the' man whom he once 
had treated with confidence and fondness, revived 
in King William the remembrance of his promise. 
Swift awhile attended the Court j but soon found 
his solicitations hopeless. 

He was then invited by the Earl of Berkeley to 
accompany him into Ireland, as his private secre- 
tary; but, after having doije the business till their 
arrival at Dublin, he then found that one Bush had 
persuaded the earl that a clergyman was not a pro- 
per secretary, and had obtained the oflice for himself. 
In a man like Swift, such circumvention and incon- 
stancy must have excited violent indignation. 

But he had yet more to suffer. Lord Berkeley 
had the disposal of the deanery of Derry, and Swift 
expected to obtain it j but by the secretary's in- 
fluence, supposed to have been secured by a bribe, 
it was bestowed on somebody else j and Swift was 
dismissed with the livings of Laracor and Rath- 
beggin in the diocese of Meath, which together 
did not equal half the value of the deanery. 
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At Laracor he increased the parochial duty hy 
reading prayers on Wednesdays and Fridays, aisd 
performed all the oflSces of his profession with great 
decency and exactness. 

Soon after his settlement at Laracor, he invited 
to Ireland the unfortunate Stella, a young woman 
whose name was Johnson, the daughter of the stew- 
ard of Sir William Temple, who, in consideration 
of her father's virtues, left her a thousand pounds. 
With her came Mrs. Dingley, whose whole fortune 
was twenty-seven pounds a-year for her life. With 
these ladies he passed his hours of relaxation, and 
to them he opened his bosom ; but they never re- 
sided in the same house, nor did he see either 
without a witness. They lived at the Parsonage 
when Swift was away; and, when he returned, 
removed to a lodging, or to the house of a neigh- 
bouring clergyman. 

Swift was not one of those minds which amaze 
tiie world with early pregnancy: his first work, 
except his few poetical Essays, was the " Dis- 
sentions in Athens and Rome,'' published (1701) 
in his thirty-fourth year. After its a{^earance, 
paying a visit to some bishop, he heard mention 
made of the new pamphlet that Burnet had written, 
replete with political knowledge. When he seemed 
to doubt Burnet's right to the wcMrk, he was told 
by the bishc^, that he was ** a young manj" and, 
still persisting to doubt, that he was " a very po- 
sitive young man." 

Three years afterwards (1704) was published 
*t The Tale of a Tub :" of this book charity may 
be persuaded to think that it might be written by a. 
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man of a peculiar character without ill intention; 
but it is certainly of dangerous example. That 
Swift was its author, though it be universally be- 
lieved, was never owned by himself, nor very well 
proved by any evidence ; but no other claimant can 
be produced, and he did not deny it when Archw 
bishop Sharp and the Duchess of Somerset, by show- 
ing it to the queen, debarred him from a bishopric. 

When this wild work first raised the attention of 
the public, Sacheverell, meeting Smalridge, tried 
to flatter him, by seeming to think him the author ; 
but Smalridge answered with indignation, " Not 
^* all that you and I have in the world, nor all that 
" ever we shall have, should hire me to write the 
"* Tale of a Tub.''' 

The digressions relating to Wotton and Bentley 
must be confessed to discover want of knowledge or 
want of integrity; he did not understand the two 
controversies, or he willingly misrepresented them. 
But Wit can stand its ground against Truth only a 
little while. The honours due to Learning have 
been justly distributed by the decision of posterity. 

" The Battle of the Books" is so like the ** Com- 
bat des Livres," which the same question con- 
cerning the Ancients and Moderns had produced 
in France, that the improbability of such a coin- 
cidence of thoughts without communication is not, 
in my opinion, balanced by the anonymous pro- 
testation prefixed, in which all knowledge of the 
French book is peremptorily disowned *. 

* In Sheridan's Life, edit. 1784, p. 525, are some remarks on 
l^is ))assage. 
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For some time after Swift was probably empjoyed 
in solitary study, gaining the qualifications re- 
quisite for future eminence. How often he visited 
England, and with what diligence he attended his 
parishes, I know not. It was npt till about four 
years afterwards that he became a professed author; 
and then one year (I7O8) produced " The Senti- 
ments of a Church-of-England Man ;*' the ridi- 
cule of Astrology under the name of ** Bicker- 
staff;** the " Argument against abolishing Chris- 
tianity ;'* and the defence of the " Sacramental 
Test." 

" The Sentiments of a Church-of-England Man" 
is written with great coolness, moderation, ease, and 
perspicuity. The " Argument against abolishing 
Christianity" is a very happy and judicious irony. 
One passage in it deserves to be selected. 

" If Christianity were once abolished, how could 
the free-thinkers, the strong reasoners, and the 
xnen of profound learning, be able to find another 
subject so calculated, in ail points, whereon to dis- 
play their abilities ? What wonderful productions 
of wit should we be deprived of from those whose 
genius, by continual practice, hath been wholly 
turned upon raillery and invectives against. re- 
ligion, and would therefore never be able to shine 
or distinguish themselves upon any other subject ! 
We are daily complaining of the great decline of 
wit among us, and would take away the greatest, 
perhaps the only, topic we have left. Who would 
ever have suspected Asgill for a wit, or Toland 
for a philosopher, if the inexhaustible stock of 
Christianity had not been at hand to provide them 
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with materials ? What other subject, through all 
art or nature, could have produced Tindal for a 
profound author, or furnished him with readers ? 
It is the wise choice of the subject that alone 
adorns and distinguishes the writer. For had an 
hundred such pens as these been employed on the 
side of religion, they -would have immediately sunk 
into silence and oblivion." 

The reasonableness of a Test is not hard to be 
proved ; but perhaps it must be allowed that the 
proper test has not been chosen. 

The attention paid to the papers published under 
the name of " Bickerstaff,'* induced Steele, when 
he projected the " Tatler," to assume an appel- 
lation which had already gained possession of the 
reader's notice. 

In the year following he wrote a " Project for 
the Advancement of ReUgion,*' addressed to Lady 
Berkeley, by whose kindness it is not unlikely that 
he was advanced to his benefices. To this project, 
which is formed with great purity of intention, 
and displayed with sprightliness and elegance, it 
can only be objected, that, like many projects, it 
is, if not generally impracticable, yet evidently 
hopeless, as it supposes more zeal, concord, and 
perseverance, than a view of mankind gives reason 
for expecting. 

He wrote likewise this year a " Vindication of 
Bickerstafl^*' and an explanation of an " Ancient 
Prophecy,'* part written after the facts, and the 
rest never completed, but well planned to excite 
amazement. 

Soon after began the busy and important part 
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of Swift's life. He was employed (1710) by the 
primate of Ireland to solicit the qHeen for a re- 
mission of the Mrst Fruits and Twentieth Parts to 
the Irish Clergy. With this purpose he had re* 
course to Mr. Harley, to whom he was mentioned 
as a man neglected and oppressed by the last mi- 
nistry, because he had refused to co-operate with 
some of their schemes. What he had refused has 
never been told ; what he had suffered was, I sup- 
pose, the exclusion from a bishoprick by the re- 
monstrances of Sharpe, whom he describes as "the 
harmless tool of others' hate," and whom he re- 
presents as afterwards " suing for pardon." 

Harley's designs and situation were such as made 
him glad of an auxiliary so well qualified for his ser- 
vice ; he therefore soon admitted him to familiarity, 
whether ever to confidence some have made a 
doubt; but it would have been difficult to excite his 
zeal without persuading him that he was trusted, 
and not very easy to delude him byfalse persuasions. 

He was certainly admitted to those meetings in 
which the first hints and original plan of action 
are supposed to have been formed; and was one of 
the sixteen Ministers, or agents of the Ministry, 
who met weekly at each other's houses, and were 
united by the name of " Brother." 

Being not immediately considered as an obdurate 
Tory, he conversed indiscriminately with all the 
wits, and was yet the friend of Steele; who, in the 
"Tatler," which began in April, 1709, confesses the 
advantage of his conversation, and mentions some- 
thing contributed by him to his paper. But he was 
now immerging into political controversy; for the 
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year I7IO produced the " Examiner/* of which 
Swift wrote thirty-three papers. In argument he 
may be allowed to have the advantage ; for where 
a wide system of conduct, and the whole of a 
publick character, is laid open to inquiry, the ac- 
cuser having the choice of facts, must be very un- 
skilful if he does not prevail ; but, with regard to 
wit, I am afraid none of Swift's papers will be found 
equal to those by which Addison opposed him*. 

He wrote in the year 1711»a " Letter to the Oc- 
" tober Club,*' a number of Tory Gentlemen sent 
from the country to parliament, who formed them- 
selves into a club, to the number of about a hun- 
dred, and met to animate the zeal and raise the 
expectations of each other. They thought, with 
great reason, that the Ministers were losing op- 
portunities ; that sufficient use was not made of the 
ardour of the nation ; they called loudly for more 
changes, and stronger efforts ; and demanded the 
punishment of part, and the dismission of the rest, 
of those whom they considered as publick robbers. 

Their eagerness was not gratified by the queen, 
or by Harley. The queen was probably slow be- 
cause she was afraid ; and Harley was slow because 
he was doubtful : he was a Tory only by necessity, 
or for convenience ; and, when he had power in his 
hands, had no settled purpose for which he should 
employ it ; forced to gratify to a certain degree the 
Tories who supported him, but unwilling to make 
his reconcilement to the Whigs utterly desperate, 

* Sheridan says, that Addison's last Whig Examiner was pub- 
lished Oct. 12, 1711 ; and Swift's first Examiner, on the 10th of 
the followiDg November. 
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he corresponded at once with the two expectants 
of the Crown, and kept, as has been observed, the 
succession undetermined. Not knowing what to 
do, he did nothing ; and, with the fate of a double 
dealer, at last he lost his power, but kept his 
enemies. 

Swift seems to have concurred in opinion with 
the " October Club ;" but it was not in his power 
to quicken the tardiness of Harley, whom he stimu- 
lated as much as he could, but with little eflFect. 
He that knows not whither to go, is in no haste to 
move. Harley, who was perhaps not quick by 
nature, became yet more slow by irresolution ; and 
was content to hear that dilatoriness lamented as 
nalfural, which he applauded in himself as politick. 

Without the Tories, however, nothing coiild be 
done ; and, as they were not to be gratified, they 
must be appeased ; and the conduct of the Mi- 
nister, if it could not be vindicated, was to be 
plausibly excused. 

Early in the next year he published a " Proposal 
for correcting, improving, and ascertaining the 
English Tongue,'* in a Letter to the Earl of Ox- 
ford ; written without much knowledge of the ge- 
neral nature of language, and without any accurate 
inquiry into the history of other tongues. The cer- 
tainty and stability which, contrary to all experi- 
ence, he thinks attainable, he proposes to secure by 
instituting an academy ; the decrees of which every 
man would have been willing, and many would have 
been proud, to disobey, and which, being renewed 
by successive elections, would in a short time have 
differed from itself* 
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Swift HOW attained the zenith of his political 
importance : he published (1712) the " Conduct of 
the Allies/* ten days before the Parliament assem- 
bled. The purpose was to persuade the nation to 
a peace j and never had any writer more success* 
The people, who had been amused with bonfires 
and triumphal processions, and looked with idol- 
atry on the General and his friends, who, as they 
thought, had made England the arbi tress of nations, 
were confounded between shame and rage, whea 
they found that " mines had been exhausted^ and 
millions destroyed,'* to secure the Dutch or ag- 
grandize the emperor, without any advantage to 
ourselves ; that we had been bribing our neighbours 
to fight their own quarrel ; and that amongst our 
enemies we might number our allies. 

That is now no longer doubted, of which the 
nation was then first informed, that the war was 
unnecessarily protracted to fill the pockets of Marl- 
borough ; and that it would have been continued 
without end, if he could have continued his annual 
plunder. But Swift, I suppose, did not yet know 
what he has since written, that a commission wa«( 
drawn which would have appointed him General 
for life, had at not bebome ineffectual by the reso^ 
lution of Lord Cowper, who refused tlie seaL 

" Whatever is received,*' say the schools, '* isr 
received in proportion to the recipient." The 
power of a political treatise depends much upon 
the disposition of the people ; the nation was then 
combustible, and a spark set it on fire. It is boasted, 
that between November and January eleven thot^* 
sand were sold ; a great number att^at time, when 
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we were not yet a nation erf readers. To its pro^ 
pagation certainly no agency of power or influence 
was wanting. It furnished arguments for conver- 
sation, speeches for debate, and materials for par* 
liamentary resolutions. 

Yet, surely, whoever surveys this wonder-work- 
ing pamphlet with cool perusal, will confess that its 
efficacy was supplied by the passions of its readers ; 
that it operates by the mere weight of facts, with 
very little assistance from the hand that produced 
them. 

This year (171^) he published his " Reflections 
on the Barrier Treaty," which carries on the design 
of his " Conduct of the Allies,*' and shows how 
little regard in that negotiation had been shown to 
the interest of England, and how much of the con- 
quered country had been demanded by the Dutch* 

This was followed by " Remarks on the Bishop 
of Sarum*s Introduction to his third Volume of the 
History of the Reformation ;'* a pamphlet which 
Burnet published as an alarm, to warn the nation 
of the approach of Popery. Swift, who seems to 
have diidiked the bishop with something more than 
political aversion, treats him like one whom he is 
glad of an opportunity to insult. 

Swift, being now the declared fi^vourite and sup- 
posed confident of the Tory Ministry, was treated 
by all that depended on the Court with the respect 
which dependents know how to pay. He soon 
began to feel part (rfthe misery of greatness; he 
that could say that he knfew him, considered him- 
self as having fortune in his power. Commissions, 
solieitations, remonstrances crowded about him 5 
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he was expected to do every man's business ; to 
procure employment for one, and to retain it for 
another. In assisting those who addressed him, 
he represents himself as sufficiently diligent ; and 
desires to have others believe, what he probably 
believed himself, that by his interposition many 
Whigs of merit, and among them Addison and 
Congreve, were continued in their places. But 
every man of known influence has so many pe- 
titions which he cannot grant, that he must ne- 
cessarily offend more than he gratifies, because the 
preference given to one affords all the rest reason 
for complaint. " When I give away a place," said 
Lewis XrV. ** I make an hundred discontented, 
and one ungrateful/* 

Much has been said of the equality and inde- 
pendence which he preserved in his conversation 
with the Ministers; of the frankness of his re- 
monstrances, and the familiarity of his friendship. 
In accounts of this kind a few single incidents are 
set against the general tenour of behaviour. No 
man, however, can pay a more servile tribute to the 
great, than by suffering his liberty in their presence 
to aggrandize him in his own esteem. Between 
different ranks of the community there is neces- 
sarily some distance ; he who is called by his su- 
perior to pass the interval, may properly accept 
the invitation; but petulance and obtrusion are 
rarely produced by magnanimity ; nor have often 
any nobler cause than the pride of importance, 
and the malice of inferiority. He who knows him-^ 
self necessary may set, while that necessity lasts, 
a high value upon himself; as, in a lower con« 



SWIFT. 17 

dition, a servant eminently skilful may be saiK^y; 
but he is saucy only because he is servile. Swift 
appears to have preserved the kindness of the great 
when they wanted him no longer ; and therefore 
it must be allowed, that the childish freedom, to 
which he seems enough inclined, was overpowered 
by his better qualities. 

His disinterestedness has likewise been men- 
tioned ; a strain of heroism which would have been 
in his condition romantick and superfluous. Eccle- 
siastical benefices, when they become vacant, must 
be given away; and the friends of power may, if 
there be no inherent disqualification, reasonably 
expect them. Swift accepted (1713) the deanery 
of St. Patrick, the best preferment that his friends 
could venture to give him. That Ministry was in / 
a great degree supported by the Clergy, who were 
not yet reconciled to the author of the " Tale of 
a Tub,'* and would not without much discontent 
and indignation have borne to see him installed in 
an English Cathedral. 

He refused, indeed, fifty pounds from Lord Ox- 
ford ; but he accepted afterwards a draught of a 
thousand upon the Exchequer, which was inter- 
cepted by the queen's death, and which he re- 
signed, as he* says himself, " multa gemenSy with 
many a groan.'' 

In the midst of his power and his politicks, he 
kept a journal of his visits, his walks, his interviews 
with Ministers, and quarrels with his servant, and 
transmitted it' to Mrs. Johnson and Mrs. Dingley, 
to whom he knew that whatever befel him was 
interesting, and no accounts could be too minute. 
VOL. III. e 
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Wl^ther these diurnal trifles were properly ex- 
posed to eyes which had never received any plea- 
sure from the presence of the Dean, may be rea-» 
sonably doubted : they have, however, some odd 
attraction; the reader, finding frequent mention 
of names which he has been used to consider as 
important, goes on in hope of information ; and as 
there is nothing to fatigue attention, if he is dis- 
appointed he can hardly complain. It is easy to 
perceive, from every page, that though ambition 
pressed Swift into a life of bustle, the wish for 
a life of ease was always returning. 

He went to take possession of his deanery as soon 
as he had obtained it ; but he was not sufiered to 
stay in Ireland more than a fortnight before he was 
recalled to England, that he might reconcile Lord 
Oxford and Lord Bolingbroke, who began to look 
on one another with malevolence, which every day 
increased, and which Bolingbroke appeared to re- 
tain in his last years. 

Swift contrived an interview, from which they 
both departed discontented ; he procured a second, 
which only convinced him that the feud was ir- 
reconcileable : he told them his opinion, that all 
was lost. This denunciation was contradicted by 
Oxford ; but Bolingbroke whispered that he was 
right. 

Before this violent dissension had shattered the 
Ministry, Swift had published, in the beginning 
of the year (1714), " The public Spirit of the 
Whigs," in answer to " The Crisis,'* a pamphlet 
for which Steele was expelled from the House of 
Commons. Swift was now so far alienated from 



SWIFT. 19 

Steele, as to think him no longer entitled to de- 
cency, and therefore treats him sometimes with 
contempt, and sometimes with abhorrence. 

In this pamphlet the Scotch were mentioned in 
terms so provoking to that irritable nation, that 
resolving " not to be offended with impunity," the 
Scotch lords in a body demanded an audience of 
the queen, and solicited reparation. A proclama- 
tion was issued, in which three hundred pounds 
were offered for the discovery of the author. From 
this storm he was, as he relates, " secured by a 
sleight ;'* of what kind, or by whose prudence, is 
not known ; and such was the increase of his re- 
putation, that the Scottish "Nation applied again 
that he would be their friend.'* 

He was become so formidable to the Whigs, that 
his familiarity with the Ministers was clamoured 
at in Parliament, particularly by two men, after- 
wards of great note, Aislabie and Walpole. 

But, by the disunion of his great friends, his 
importance and designs were now at an end; and 
seeing his services at last useless, he retired about 
June (I714) into Berkshire, where, in the house 
of a friend, he wfote what was then suppressed, 
but has since appeared under the title of " Free 
Thoughts on the present State of Affairs.** 

While he was waiting in this retirement for 
events which time or chance might bring to pass, 
the death of the queen broke down at once the 
whole system of Tory poljjtics ; and npthing re- 
mained but to withdraw from the implacability 
of triumphant Whiggism, and shelter himself in 
unenvied obscurity. 

c2 
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The accounts of his reception in Ireland, given 
by Lord Orrery and Dr. Delany, are so different,, 
that the credit of the writers, both undoubtedly 
veracious, cannot be saved, but by supposing, what 
I think is true, that they speak of different times. 
When Delany says, that he was received with 
respect, he means for the first fortnight, when he 
came to take legal possession ; and when Lord 
Orrery tells that he was pelted by the populace, 
he is to be understood of the time when, after the 
queen's death, he became a settled resident. 

The Archbishop of Dublin gave him at first some 
disturbance in the exercise of his jurisdiction ; but 
it was soon discovered, that between prudence and 
integrity, he was seldom in the wrong; and that> 
when he was right, his spirit did not easily yield 
to opposition. 

Having so lately quitted the tumults of a party^ 
and the intrigues of a court, they still kept bis 
thoughts in agitation, as the sea fluctuates a, while 
when the storm has ceased. He therefore filled 
his hours with some historical attempts, relating to 
the " Change of the Ministers,^'* and " the Conduct 
of the Ministry.*' He likewise is said to have 
written a " History of the Four last Years of Queen 
Anne," which he began in her lifetime, and af- 
terwards laboured with great attention, but never 
published. It was after his death in the hands of 
Lord Orrery and Dr. King. A book under that 
title was published with Swift's name by Dr. 
Lucas ; of which I can only say, that it seemed 
by no means to correspond with the notions that 
I had formed of it, from a conversation which 



^ 



SWIFT. 31 



I once heard between the Earl of Orrery and old 
Mr. Lewis. 

Swift now, much against his will, commenced 
Irishman for life, and was to contrive how he might 
be best accommodated in a country where he con- 
sidered himself as in a state of exile. It seems that 
his first recourse was to piety. The thoughts of 
death rushed upon him, at this time, with such 
incessant importunity, that they took possession 
of his mind, when he first waked, for many years 
together. 

He opened his house by a publick table two days 
a week, and found his entertainments gradually 
frequented by more and more visitants of learning 
among the mep, and of elegance among the women. 
Mrs. Johnson had left the country, and lived in 
lodgings not far from the deanery. On his publick 
days she regulated the table, but appeared at it as 
a mere guest, like other ladies. 

On other days he often dined, at a stated price, 
with Mr. Worral, a clergyman of his cathedral, 
whose house was recommended by the peculiar 
neatness and pleasantry of his wife. To this frugal 
mode of living, he was first disposed by care to pay 
some debts which he had contracted, and he con- 
finiied it for the pleasure of accumulating money. 
His avarice, however, was not suffered to obstruct 
*hc^claims of his dignity ;, he was served in plate, 
and used to say that he was the poorest gentleman 
iA Ireland that ate upon plate, aiid the richest th^ 
4ived without a coach. 

^ How he spent the rest of his time, and how he 
employed his hours of study, has been inquired 
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with hopeless curiosity. For who can give an ac- 
count of another^s studies ? Swift was not likely to 
admit any to his privacies, or to impart a minute 
account of his business or his leisure* 

Soon after (1716) in his forty-ninth year, he was 
privately married to Mrs. Johnson, by Dr. Ashe, 
Bishop of Clogher, as Dr. Madden told me, in the 
garden. The marriage made no change in their 
mode of life ; they lived in different houses, as 
before ; nor did she ever lodge in the deanery but 
when Swift was seized with a fit of giddiness. " It 
would be difficult,** says Lord Orrery, " to prove 
that they were ever afterwards together without 
a third person.'* 

The dean of St. Patrick's lived in a private 
manner, known and regarded only by his friends j 
till, about the year I72O, he, by a pamphlet, re- 
commended to the Irish the use, and consequently 
the improvement, of their manufacture. For a man 
to use the productions of his own labour is surely 
a natural right, and to like best what he makes 
himself is a natural passion. But to excite this 
passion, and eijforce.this right, appeared so cri- 
minal to those who had an interest in the English 
trade, that the printer was imprisoned j and, as 
Hawkes worth justly observes, the attention of the 
publick being by this outrageous resentment turned 
upon the proposal, the author was by consequence 
made popular. 

In 1723 died Mrs. Van Homrigh, a woman made 
unhappy by her admiration of wit, and ignomini- 
ously distinguished by the name of Vanessa, w^hose 
conduct has been already sufficiently discussed, and 
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whose history is too well known to be minutely 
repeated. She was a young woman fond of litera- 
ture, whom Decanus, the dean, called Cadenus by 
transposition of the letters, took pleasure in direct- 
ing and instructing : till, from being proud of his 
praise, she grew fond of his person. Swift was 
then about forty-seven, at an age when vanity is 
strongly excited by the amorous attention 'of a 
' young woman. If it be said that Swift should have ^ 
'checked a passion which he never meant to gratify, 
recourse must be had to that extenuation which he 
so much despised, ** men are but men:'* perhaps, 
however, he did not at first know his own mind, and, 
as he represents himself, was undetermined. For 
his admission of her courtship, and his indulgence 
of her hopes after his marriage to Stella, no other 
honest plea can be found than that he delayed a 
disagreeable discovery from time to time, dreading 
the immediate bursts of distress, and watching for 
a favourable moment. She thought herself neg- 
lected, and died of disappointment, having ordered 
by her will the poem to be published, in which 
Cadenus had proclaimed her excellence, and con- 
fessed his love. The effect of the publication upon 
the Dean and Stella is thus related by Delany : — 
" I have good reason to believe that they both 
were greatly shocked and distressed (though it 
may be diffei-ently) upon this occasion. The Dean ^ 
made a tour to the south of Ireland, for about two 
months, at this time, to dissipate his thoughts, and 
give place to obloquy. And Stella retired (upon 
the earnest invitation of the owner) to the house 
of a cheerful, generous, good-natured friend of 
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the Dean's, whom she always much loved and 
honoured. There my informer often saw her; 
and, I have reason to believe, used his utmost en- 
deavours to relieve, support, and amuse her, in 
this sad situation. 

" One little incident he told me of on that oc- 
casion I think I shall never forget. As his friend 
was an hospitable, open-hearted man, well-beloved, 
and largely acquainted, it happened one day that 
some gentlemen dropt in tp dinner, who were 
strangers to Stella's situation ; and as the poem of 
Cadentcs and Vanessa was then the general topic of 
conversation, oiie of them said, * Surely that Van- 
essa must be an extraordinary woman, that could 
inspire the Dean to write so finely upon her.' 
Mrs. Johnson smiled, and answered, * that she 
thought that point not quite so clear ; for it was 
well known that the Dean could write finely upon 
a broom-stick.' '^ 

The great acquisition of esteem and influence 
was made by the " Drapier's Letters," in 1724. 
One Wood, of Wolverhampton, in Staffordshire, a 
man enterprising and rapacious, had, as is said, by 
a present to the Duchess of Munster, obtained a 
patent, empowering him to coin one hundred and 
eighty thousand pounds of halfpence and farthings 
for the kingdom of Ireland, in which there was a 
very inconvenient and embarrassing scarcity of 
copper coin 5 so that it was possible to run in debt 
upon the credit of a piece of money ; for the cook 
or keeper of an alehouse could not refuse to supply 
a man that had silver in his hand, and the buyer 
would not leave his money without change. 
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The project was therefore plausible. The scar- 
city, which was already great, Wood took care to 
make greater, by agents who gathered up the old 
halfpence ; and was about to turn his brass into 
gold, by pouring the treasures of his new mint 
upon Ireland ; when Swift, finding that the metal 
was debased to an enormous degree, wrote letters, 
under the name of M. B. Drapier, to show the 
folly of receiving, and the mischief that must en- 
sue by giving gold, and silver for coin worth per- 
haps not a third part of its nominal value. 

The nation was alarmed ; the new coin was uni- 
versally refused ; but the governors of Ireland con- 
sidered resistance to the king's patent as highly 
criminal ; and one Whitshed, then Chief Justice, 
who had tried the printer of the former pamphlet, 
and sent out the jury nine times, till by clamour 
and menaces they were frighted into a special 
verdict, now presented the Drapier, but could 
not prevail on the grand jury to find the bill. 

Lord Carteret and the Privy Council published 
a proclamation, offering three hundred pounds for 
discovering the author of the Fourth Letter. Swift 
had concealed himself from his printers and trusted 
only his butler, who transcribed the paper. The 
man, immediately after the appearance of the pro- 
clamation, strolled from the house, and staid out 
all night, and part of the next day. There was 
reason enough to fear that he had betrayed his 
master for the reward; but he came home, and 
the Dean ordered him to put off his livery, and 
leave the house ; " for," says he, " I know that 
my life is in your power, and I will not bear, out 
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of fear, either your insolence or negligence/' The 
man excused his fault with great submission, and 
begged that he might be confined in the house 
while it was in his power to endanger the master ; 
but the Dean resolutely turned him out, without 
taking further notice of him, till the term of the 
information had expired, and then received him 
again. Soon afterwards he ordered him and the 
rest of his servants into his presence, without 
telling his intentions, and bade them take notice 
that their fellow-servant was no longer Robert the 
butler ; but that his integrity had made him Mr. 
Blakeney, verger of St. Patrick's, an ofiicer whose 
income was between thirty and forty pounds a 
year ; yet he still continued for some years to serv^ 
his old master as his butler*. 

Swift was known from this time by the appel- 
lation of The Dean. He was honoured by the 
populace as the champion, patron, and instructor 
of Ireland ; and gained such power as, considered 
both in its extent and duration, scarcely any man 
has ever enjoyed without greater wealth or higher 
station. 

He was from this important year the oracle of 
the traders, and the idol of the rabble, and by con- 
sequence was feared and courted by all to whom 
the kindness of the traders or the populace was 
necesjsary. The Drapier was a sign ; the Drapier 
was a health ; and which way soever the eye or 
the ear was turned, some tokens were found of the 
nation's gratitude to the Drapier. 

* A diflbreBt account is given by Sheridan, in his Life of Swift, 
p. 211. N 



The benefit was indeed great ; he had rescued 
Ireland from a very oppressive and predatory in- 
yasion ; and the popularity which he had gained 
he was diligent to keep, by appearing forward and 
zealous on every occasion where the public interest 
was supposed to be involved. Nor did he much 
scruple to boast his influence; for when, upon 
some attempts to regulate the coin, Archbishop 
Boulter, then one of the Justices, accused him of 
exasperating the people, he exculpated himself by 
saying, " If I had lifted up my finger, they would 
have torn you to pieces." 

But the pleasure of popularity was soon inter- 
rupted by domestic misery. Mrs. Johnson, whose 
conversation was to him the great softener of the 
ills of life, began in the year of the Drapier's 
triumph to decline ; and two years afterwards wa$ 
so wasted with sickness, that her recovery was 
considered as hopeless. 

Swift was then in England, and had been invited 
by Lord Bolingbroke to pass the winter with him 
in France ; but this call of calamity hastened him 
to Ireland, where perhaps his presence contri- 
buted to restore her to imperfect and tottering 
health. 

He was now so much at ease, that (1727) he ' 
, returned to England, where he collected three 
volumes of Miscellanies in conjunction with Pope, 
who prefixed a querulous and apologetical Preface. 
This important year sent likewise into the world 
** Gulliver's Travels;" a production so new and 
strange^ that it filled the reader with a mingled emo- 
tion of merriment and amazement. It was received 
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with such avidity, that the price of the first edition 
was raised before the second could be made; it was 
read by the high and the low, the learned and il- 
literate. Criticism was for a while lost in wonder ; 
no rules of judgment were applied to a book written 
in open defiance of truth and regularity. But when 
distinctions came to be made, the part which gave 
the least pleasure was that which describes the 
Flying Island, and that which gave most disgust 
must be the history of Houyhnhnms. 

While Swift was enjoying the reputation of his 
new work, the news of the king's death arrived ; 
and he kissed the hands of the new king and queen 
three days after their accession. 

By the queen, when she was princess, he had 
been treated with some distinction, and was well 
received by her in her exaltation ; but whether she 
gave hopes which she never took care to satisfy, or 
he formed expectations which she never meant to 
raise, the event was, that he always afterwards 
thought on her with riialevolence, and particularly 
charged her with breaking her promise of some 
medals which she engaged to send him. 

I know not whether she had not, in her turn, 
some reason for complaint. A letter was sent her, 
not so much entreating, as requiring her pactronage 
of Mrs. Barber, an ingenious Irishwoman, who was 
then begging subscriptions for her Poems, To this 
Letter w^s subscribed the name of Swift, and it has 
all the appearance of his diction and sentiments ; 
but it was not written in his hand, and had some 
little improprieties. When he was charged with this 
letter, he laid hold of the inaccuracies, and urged 
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the improbability of the accusation ; but never de- 
nied it : he shuffles between cowardice and vera- 
city, and talks big when h^ says nothing*. 

He seems desirous enough of recommencing 
courtier, and endeavoured to gain the kindness of 
Mrs. Howard, remembering what Mrs. Masham 
had performed in former times : but his flatteries 
were, like those of other wits, unsuccessful ; the 
lady either wanted power, or had no ambition of 
poetical immortality. 

He was seized not long afterwards by a fit of 
giddiness, and again heard of the sickness and 
danger of Mrs. Johnson. He then left the house 
of Pope, as it seems, with very little ceremony, 
findipg " that two sick friends cannot live toge- 
ther;" and did not write to him till he found 
himself at Chester. 

He turned to a home of sorrow : poor Stella was 
sinking into the grave, and, after a languishing 
decay of about two months, died in her forty- 
fourth year, on January 28, 1728. How much he 
wished her life, hie papers show ; nor can it be 
doubted that he dreaded the death of her whom 
he loved most, aggravated by the consciousness 
that himself had hastened it. 

Beauty and the power of pleasing, the greatest 
external advantages that woman can desire or pos- 
sess, were fatal to the unfortunate Stella. The 
man whom she had the misfortune to love was, as 
Delany observes, fond of singularity, and desirous 
to make a mode of happiness for himself, different 

♦ For his defence from the charge^ consult Sheridan's Life of 
Swift, p. 458. 
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from the general ccnirse of things and order of 
Providence. From the time of her arrival in Ire- 
land he seems resolved to keep her in his power, 
and therefore hindered a match sufficiently advan- 
tageous, by accumulating unreasonable demands, 
and prescribing conditions that could not be per- 
formed. While she was at her own disposal he 
did not consider his possession as secure ; resent- 
ment, ambition, or caprice, might separate them ; 
he was therefore resolved to make " assurance 
double sure," and to appropriate her by a private 
marriage, to which he had annexed the expecta- 
tion of all the pleasures of perfect friendship, 
without the uneasiness of conjugal restraint. But 
with this state poor Stella was not satisfied ; she 
never was treated as a wife, and to the world she 
had the appearance of a mistress. She lived sul- 
lenly on, in hope that in time he would own 
and receive her ; but the time did not come till 
the change of his manners and deprivation of his 
mind made her tell him, when he offered to ac- 
knowledge her, that " it was too late." She then 
gave up herself to sorrowful resentment, and died 
under the tyranny of him, by whom she was in 
the highest degree loved and honoured. 

'What were her claims to this eccentrick ten- 
derness, by which the laws of nature were violated 
to restrain her, curiosity will inquire ; but hoW 
shall it be gratified ? Swift was a lover; his tes- 
timony may be suspected. Delany and the Irifeh 
saw with Swift's eyes, and therefore add little 
confirmation. That she was virtuous, beautiful, 
and elegant, in a very high degree, such adnrira- 
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tion from such a lover makes it very probable : but 
she had not much literature, for she could not 
spell her own language ; and of her wit, so loudly 
vaunted, the smart sayings which Swift himself 
has collected afford no splendid specimen. 

The reader of Swift's " Letter to a Lady on her 
Marriage/' may be allowed to doubt whether his 
opinion of female excellence ought implicitly to be 
admitted ; for, if his general thoughts on women 
were such as he exhibits, a very little sense in 
a lady would enrapture, and a very little virtue 
would astonish him. Stella's supremacy, there- 
fore, was perhaps only local ; she was great, be- 
cause her associates were little. 

In some Remarks lately pubhshed on the Life 
of Swift, his marriage is mentioned as fabulous, or 
doubtful ; but, alas ! poor Stella, as Dr. Madden 
told me, related her melancholy story to Dr. S)ieri- 
dan, when he attended her as a clergyman to pre- 
pare her for death ; and Delany mentions it not 
with doubt, but only with regret. Swift never 
mentioned her without a sigh. The rest of his 
life was spent in Ireland, in a country to which 
not even power almost despotick, nor flattery al- 
most idolatrous, could reconcile him. He some- 
times wished to visit England, but always found 
some reason of delay. He tells Pope, in the de- 
cline of life, that he hopes once more to see him ; 
" but if not," says he, " we must part as all hu- 
man beings have parted." 

After the death of Stella, his benevolence was 
contracted, and his severity exasperated ; he drove 
his acquaintance from his table,'and wondered why 
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he was deserted. But he continued his attention 
to the publick, and wrote from time to time such 
directions, admonitions, or censures, as the exi- 
gence of affairs, in his opinion, made proper ; and 
nothing fell from his pen in vain. 

In a short poem on the Presbyterians, whom 
he always regarded with detestation, he bestowed 
one stricture upon Bettesworth, a lawyer eminent 
for his insolence to the clergy, which, from very 
considerable reputation, brought him into imme- 
diate and universal contempt. Bettesworth, en- 
raged at his disgrace and loss, went to Swift, and 
demanded whether he was the author of that 
poem? " Mr. Bettesworth,'* answered he, "I 
was in my youth acquainted with great lawyers, 
who, knowing my disposition to satire, advised 
me, that if any scoundrel or blockhead whom I 
had lampooned should ask, * Are you the au- 
thor of this paper?* I should tell him that I was 
not the author; and therefore I tell you, Mr. 
Bettesworth, that I am not the author of these 
lines.** 

Bettesworth was so little satisfied with this ac- 
count, that he publickly professed his resolution of 
a violent and corporal revenge j but the inhabit- 
ants of St. Patrick*s district embodied themselves 
in the Dean's defence. Bettesworth declared in 
ParUament, that Swift had deprived him of twelve 
hundred pounds a year. 

Swift was popular a while by another mode of 
beneficence. He set aside some hundreds to be 
lent in small sums to the poor, from five shillings, 
I think, tofive {guilds. He, took no interest, and 
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only required that, at repayment, a small fee should 
be given to the accomptant : but he required that 
the day of promised payment should be exactly 
kept. A severe and punctilious temper is ill qua- 
lified for transactions with the poor : the day was 
often broken, and the loan was not repaid. This 
might have been easily foreseen ; but for this Swift 
had made no provision of patience or pity. He 
ordered his debtors to be sued. A severe creditor 
has no popular character ; what then was likely to 
be said of him \^ho employs the catchpoll under 
the appearance of charity? The clamour against 
him was loud, and the resentment of the popukce 
outrageous; he was therefore forced to drop his 
scheme, and own the folly of expecting punctual- 
ity from the poor*. 

His asperity continually increasing, condemned 
him to solitude ; and his resentment of solitude 
sharpened his asperity. He was not, however, 
totally deserted; some men of learning, and some 
women of elegance, often visited him ; and he 
wrote from time to time either verse or prose ; of 
his verses he willingly gave copies, and is supposed 
to have felt no discontent when he saw them 
printed. His favourite maxim was, " Vive la 
bagatelle *J* he thought trifles a necessary part of 
life, and perhaps found them necessary to himself. 
It seems impossible to him to be idle, and his dis- 
orders made it difficult or dangerous^ to be long 
seriously studious, or laboriously diligent. The 
Ipve of ease is always gaining ttpon age^ and he 

VOU lil. D 
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hd4 dBe temp1»tion to petty amasements pecufifur 
to himself; whatever he did, he was sure to hear 
applauded ; and such was his predominance over 
all that approached, that all their applauses were 
probably sincere. He that is much flattered soon 
learns to flatter himself: we are commonly taught 
our duty by fear or shame, and how can they act 
upon the man who hears nothing but his own 
praises ? 

As his years increased, his fits of giddiness and 
deafness grew more frequent, and his deafness 
made conversation diflScult; they grew likewise 
more severe, till in 17^6, as he was writing a 
poem called " The Legion Club,** he was seized 
with a fit so painful and so long continued, that be 
never after thought it proper to attempt any work 
of thought or labour. 

He was always careful of his money, and was 
therefore no liberal entertainer ; but was less fru- 
gal of his .wine than of his meat. When his 
friends of either sex came to him, in expectation 
of a dinner, bis custom was to give every one a 
shilling, that they might please themselves with 
their provision. At last his avarice grew too 
powerful for his kindness ; he would refuse a 
bottle of wine, and in Ireland no man visits where 
he cannot drink. 

' Having thus excluded conversation, and desisted 
from study, he had neither business nor amuse-^ 
melGit ; for, having by some ridiculous resolution, 
or mad vow, determined never to wear spectacles^ 
he could make little use of books in his latter years; 
his ideas therefore, being neither renovated by dis- 
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Qoamtp nor i]K:rM3ed by teading^ wore gradually 
away, and left his mind vacant to the vexaticHis of 
the hour» till at last his anger was heightened into 
madness. 

He however permitted one book to be publishedt 
which had been the production of former years ; 
" Polite Conversation,'* which appeared in 173B. 
The '* Directic^as for Servants^* was printed soon 
after his death. These two performances show a 
mind incessantly attentive^ and, when it was not 
employed upon great thin^, busy with minute oc* 
currences. It Is apparent that he must have bad 
the habit of noting whatever he observed ; for snc^ 
a number of particulars could never have befgin 
assembled by the power of recoUec^on. 

He grew more violent, and his mental powen 
declined, till (1741) it was found necessary that 
legal guardians should be appointed of his person 
and fortune. He now lost distinction. His mad- 
ness was compounded of rage and fatuity. The 
last face that he knew was that of Mrs. Whiteway ; 
and her he ceased to know in a little time. His 
meat was brought him cut into mouthfuls; but he 
would never touch it while the servant staid, and 
at last, after it had stood perhaps an hour, would 
eat it walking; for he continued his old habit, and 
was on his feet ten hours a-day. 

Next year (1742) he had an inflammation in his 
left eye, which swelled it to the size of an egg, 
with boils in other parts; he was kept long waking 
with the pain, and was not easily restrained by five 
attendants from tearing out his eye. • 

n2 
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The tumour at last sut»^ded ; and a short interval 
of reason ensuing^ in which he knew his physician 
and his family, gave hopes of his recovery; but 
in a few days he sunk into a lethargic stupidity, 
m(M:ionless, heedless, and speechless. But it is 
said, that after a yiear of total silence, when his 
housekeeper, on the 30th of November, told him 
that the usual bonfires and illuminations were pre- 
paring to celebrate his birthday, he answered, " It 
is all folly; they had better let it alone.*' 

It is remembered that he afterwards spoke now 
and then, or gave some intimation of a meaning ; 
but at last sunk into a perfect silence, which con- 
tinued till about the eiid of October, 1744, when, 
in his seventy-eighth year, he expired withotit a 
struggle* 
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W^N Swift is consider^ as BJa audior^ itris just 
to estimate his powers by their effects. In tbereign 
tf Queen Anne he turned the stream of populaaty 
against the Whigs, and must be confessed to have 
dictated for a time the political opinions of the 
English nation. In the succeeding reign he de- 
livered Ireland from plunder and oppression ; and 
showed that wit, confederated with truth, had such 
force as authority was unable to resist. He said 
truly of himself, that Ireland " was his debtor." 
It was from the time when he first began to patron- 
ize the Irish, that they may date their riches and 
prosperity. He taught them first to know their own 
interest, their weight, and their strength, and gave 
them spirit to assert that equality with their fellow- 
subjects to which they, have ever since been mak^ 
ing. vigorous advances, and to claim those rights 
which they have at last established. Nor can tjiey 
be charged with ingratitude to their benefactor ; 
for they reverenced him as a guardian and obeyed 
him as a dictator. 

In his works he has given very different spe- 
cimens both of sentiments and expression. His 
" Tale of a Tub" has little resemblance to his 
other pieces. It exhibits a vehemence and rapid- 
ity of mind, a copiousness of images, and vivacity 
of diction, such as he afterwards never possessed, 
or never exerted. It is of a mode so distinct and 
peculiar, that it must be considered by itself ; what 
isttrue of that, is not true of any thing else which 
he has written. 

In his .other works is found an equable tenour of 
easy language, which rather trickles than flowsu 
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His delight VfTM in sim^idty. That he Ims in his 
work« no metaphor, as has been said, is not true ; 
but his few metaphors seem to be received rather 
by necessity than choice. He studied purity; and 
though peiliaps all his strictures are not exact, yet 
it is not often that solecisms can be found ; and 
whoever depends on his authority may generally 
conclude himself safe. His sentences are never too 
much dilated or contracted ; and it will not be easy 
to find any embarrassment in the complication of 
his clauses, any inconsequence in liis connexions, 
or abruptness in his transitions. 

His style was well suited to his thoughts, which 
are never subtilised by nice disquisitions, decorated 
by sparkling conceits, elevated by ambitious sen- 
tences, or variegated by far^sought learning. He 
pajrs no court to the passions; he excites neither 
surprise nor admiration; he always understands 
himself; and his readers always understand him: 
the peruser of Swift wants little previous know- 
ledge ; it will be sufficient that he is acquainted with 
common words and common things; he is neither 
required to mount elevations, nor to explore profun- 
dities; his passage is always on a level, along solid 
ground, without asperities, without obstruction. 

This easy and safe conveyance of meaning it was 
Swiffs desire to attain, and for having attained he 
deserves praise. For purposes merely didactick, 
when something is to be told that was not known 
before, it is the best mode ; but against that in- 
attention by which known truths are suffered to 
lie neglected, it makes no provision ; it instructs, 
hvit does not perauade. 



'By his political ^ucation he waiaflsoiciited with 
the Whigs ; but he deserted them when they de* 
serted their principles^ yet without running into 
the contrary extreme; he continued throughout 
his life to retain the disposition which he assigns 
to the " Church-of*£ngland Man/* of thinking 
commonly with the Whigs of the State, and with 
the Tories of the Church. 

He was a churchman, rationally zealous ; he de- 
sired the pro^erity, and maintained the honour of 
the Clergy ; of the Dissenters he did not wish to 
infringe the toleration, but he opposed their en#> 
croachments. 

To his duty as Dean he was very attentive. He 
managed the revenues of his qhurch with ex^ct ceo* 
nomy ; and it is said by Delany, that more money 
was, under his direction, laid out in repairs, than had 
ever been in the same time since its first erection. 
Of his choir be was eminently careful; and, though 
he neither loved nor understood music, took care 
that all. the singers were well qualified, admitting 
none without the testimony of skilful judges. 

In his church he restored the practice of weekly 
communion, and distributed the sacramental de- 
ments in the most solemn and devout manner with 
his own hand. He came to church every morning, 
preached commonly in his turn, and attended the 
eveini^ antliem, that it might not be negligently 
perfumed. 

He read the service, " rather with a strong, 
nervQU£ voice, than in a graceful manner; his 
voice waa sharp and hig^i4(Hied, rather than bar- 
monious«'' 
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He. wtwed iipoci. tha eWical aHate wkb hope to 
^:^cel in preaching ; but complained, that, from the 
time crfhis political, controversies, " he could only 
preach pamphlets/' This censure of himself, if 
Judgment be made iVom those sermona which have 
hf^m printefl^ was unreasonably severe.- 

The suspiciona of his irreligion proceeded in a 
great measure from his dread of hypocrisy ; instead 
of wishing to seem better, he delighted in seeming 
WQrse than he was. He went in London to early 
prayer^, lest he should be seen at church ; he read 
prayers to his servants every morning with such 
dexterous secrecy, that Dr. Delany was six months 
in hi? house before he knew it. He was not onlyl 
careful to hide the good which he did, but will-S 
ingly incurred the suspicion of evil which he did 
not. He forgot what himself had formerly asserted, 
that hypocrisy is less mischievous than open im- 
piety. Dr. Delany, with all his zeal for his honour, 
has justly condemned this part of his character. 

The person of Swift had not many recom- 
mendations- He had a kind of muddy complexion, 
which, though he washed himself with oriental 
scrupulosity, did not look clean He had a coun- 
tenance sour and severe/which he seldom softened 
by any appearance of gaiety. He stubbornly re- 
sisted any tendency to laughter. 

To his domestics he was naturally rough ; and a 
man of a rigorous temper, with that vigilance of 
minute attention which his works discover, must 
hajre^been a master that few could bear. That he 
was disposed to do his servants e^ood, on important 
occasions, is no great mitigation ; benefaction can 
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be but rare^ anct tyrannic jieevi^htteiis^ is |Jerpetual. 
He did not spare the servants of others. Once, 
when he dined alone with the Earl of Orrery, he 
said of one that waited in the room, •* That man 
has, since we sat to the table, committed fifteen 
faults." What the faults were. Lord Orrery, from 
whom I heard the story, had not been attentive 
enough to discover. My number may perhaps not 
be exact. 

In his economy he practised a peculiar and offen- 
sive parsimony, without disguise or apology. The 
practice of saving being once necessary, became 
habitual, and grew first ridiculous, and at last de- 
testable. But his avarice, though it might exclude 
pleasure, was never suffered to encroach upon his 
virtue. He was frugal by inclination, but liberal 
by principle ; and if the purpose to which he de- 
stined his little accumulations be remembered, with 
his distribution of occasional charity, it will perhaps 
appear that he only liked one mode of expense 
better than another, and saved merely that he 
might have something to give. He did not grow 
rich by injuring his successors, but left both Lar- 
acor and the Deanery more valuable than he found 
them.— With all this talk of his covetousness and 
generosity, it should be remembered, that he was 
never rich. The revenue of his Deanery was not 
much more than seven hundred a year. 

His beneficence was not graced with tenderness 
or civility ; he relieved without pity, and assisted 
without kindness ; so that those who were fed by 
him could hardly love him. 

He made a rule to himself to give but one piece 
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at a time, and therefore always stored his pocket 
with coins of different value. 

Whatever he did, he seemed willing to do in a 
manner peculiar to himself, without sufBciently 
considering that singularity, as it implies a ccm- 
tempt of the general practice, is a kind of defiance 
which justly provokes the hostility of ridicule ; he, 
therefore, who indulges peculiar habits, is worse 
than others, if he be not better. 

Of his humour, a story told by Pope* may sSard 
a specimen. — 

'< Dr. Swift has an odd, blunt way, that is nus- 
taken by strangers for ill-nature. — *Tis so odd, 
that there 's no describing it but by facts. I'll 
tell you one that first comes into my head. One 
evening Gay and I went to see him : you know 
how intimately we were all acquainted. On our 
coming in, * Heyday, gentlemen* (says the Doctor), 
* what *s the meaning of this visit ? How came you 
to leave the great Lords that you are so fond of, 
to come hither to see a poor Dean !* — * Because 
we would rather see you than any of them.' — * Ay, 
any one that did not know so well as I do might 
believe you. But since you are come, I must get 
some supper for you, I suppose.* — * No, Doctor, 
we have supped already.'—* Supped already ? that *8 
impossible ! why, *tia not eight o'clock yet. — That's 
very ^strange ; but if you had not supped^ I mutt 
have got something for ypu^^^Let me see, what 
should I have had ? A couple of lobsters ; ay, that 
would have done very wdl ; two (killings — tarti, 
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1 sbJHing : but you will drink a glaAS of witte with 
m6, though you supped $0 much before your usual 
time only to. spare ray pocket ?'~-* No, we had 
rather talk with 3rou than drink with you/ — ^ But 
if you had supped with me, as in all reason you 
ought to Imve done, you must then have dnmk 
with me. — A bottle of wine, two shillings^^^wo 
and two is four, and one ii fi^e ; just two and 
irixpence a-piec^. There, Pope, there 's half a 
crown for you, and there 's another for you, sir ; 
for I won't save any thing by you, I am deter- 
mined/— This was all said and done with his usual 
seriousness on such occasions; and, in spite, of 
every thing we could say to the contrary, be ac- 
tually obliged us to take the money." 

In the intercourse of £tmiliar life, he indulged his 
disposition to petulance and sarcasm, and tfaoDght 
himself injured if the licentiousness of his raillery^ 
the freedom of his censures, or the petulance of 
his frolics, was resented or repressed. He pre-^ 
dominated over his companions with very hi^ 
ascendency, and probably would bear none over 
whom he could not predominate. To give him 
advice was, in the style of hisiiiend Delany, ** to 
venture to speak to him/' This customary m^ 
periority soon grew too delicate for truth ; and 
8wift, with all his penetration, allowed himself to 
be delighted with low flattery. 

On all c(Hnmon occasions, he habitually affects a 
style of arn^anoe, and dictates rather than per- 
suades. This authoritative and magisterial lasEi* 
guage he expected to be received as his peculiar 
mode of jocidadty : but be apparently flattered his 
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own arregattce bjr:aa a^umed diiiiwriou9iiei», m 
which he was ironical only to the resentful, and 
to the submissive sufficiently serious. 

He told stories with great felicity, aixd delighted 
in doing what he knew himself to do well ; he was 
theref<M:e captivated by the respectful silence of a 
steady listener, and told the same tales too often. / 

He did not, however, claim the right of talking 
alone ; for it was his rule, when be had spoken a 
minute, to give room by a pause for any other 
i^eaker. Of time, on all occasions, he was an ex- 
act computer, and knew the minutes required to 
every common operation. 

It may be justly supposed that there was in his 
conversation, what appears so frequently in his 
Letters, an affectation of familiarity with the great, 
an ambition of momentary equality sought and 
enjoyed by the neglect of those ceremonies which 
custom has established as the barriers between 
one order of society and another. This trans- 
gression of regularity was by himself and his ad- 
mirers termed greatness of soul. But a great mind 
disdains to hold any thing by cqurtesy, and there- 
fore never usurps what a lawful claimant may take 
away. He that encroaches on another's dignity 
puts .himself in his power ; he is either repelled 
with helpless indignity, or endured by clemencjr 
and ccmdescension. 

Of Swift's general habits of thinking, if his 
Letters can be supposed to afford any evidence, 
be was not a man to be either loved or envied^ 
He fieems to have wasted life in discontent, by 
the Ti^e of n^ected pride> and, the languiahment 
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cf iiB9ati9fied:d63ire« He is queruloQs and fasti- 
^ous» arrogant and malignant ; he scarcely speaks 
of himself but with indignant lamentations, or of 
ethers but with insolent superiority when be is 
gay, and with angry contempt when he is gloomy. 
From the Letters that passed between him and 
Pope it might be inferred that they, with Ar- 
buthnot and Gay, had engrossed all the under- 
standing and virtue of mankind ; that their merits 
filled the world; or that there was no hope of more« 
Tli^ey show the age involved in darkness, and^hade 
the picture with sullen emulation. 

When the queen's death drove him into Iceland^ 
he might be allowed to regret for a timethe in- 
terception of his views, the extinction of his hopes, 
and his ejection from gay scenes, important em- 
ployment, and splendid friendships ; but when time 
had enabled reason to prevail over vexation, the 
complaints, which at first were natural, became 
ridiculous because they were useless. But queru^ 
lousness was now grown habitual, and he cried out 
when he probably had ceased to feel. His reite- 
rated wailings persuaded Bolingbroke that he was 
really willing to quit his deanery for an Engtiab 
parish ; and Bolkigbrdce procured an e:^chaBge^ 
which was rejected; and Swift stiU retained tl^ 
jdeasinre ofcomplainifig. /v 

The greatest difficulty that occurs, in analysing 
hia character, is to discover by whiat depravity of 
intdlect betook delight in revolving ideas, frcmi 
i^hidi almost every other mind shrinks with dis** 
gust. Hie ideas of pleasure, evmi when criaunali 
ma^ solidt the imagkiatioffii ; iMit w 
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diefbrmity^ and Hthf upoa which the thoti^ts ciui 
be allured to dwell ? Delany is willing to think 
that Swift's mind was not much tainted with this 
gross corruption before his long visit to Pope. He 
does not consider how he degrades his hero, by 
making him at fifty-nine the pupil of turpitude, 
and liable to the malignant influence of an as- 
cendant mind. But the truth is that GuUilrer 
bad described his Yahoos before the visit ; and he 
that had formed those images had nothing filthy 
to learn. 

I have here given the character of Swift as he 
exhibits himself to my perception ; but now let 
another be heard who knew him better. Dr. De- 
lany, after long acquaintance, describes him to 
Lord Orrery in these terms : 

f* My Lord, when you cmisider Swift's singular, 
peculiar, and most variegated vein of wit, always 
rightly intended, although not always so ri^tly 
directed ; delightful in many instances, and salu<- 
tary even where it is most ofiensive ; when you 
consider his strict truth, his fortitude in resisting 
oppression wad arbitrary power ; his fidelity in 
friendship ; his sincere love and zeal £or religion ; 
his uprightness in making right resoiutions, and 
his steadiness in adhering to them ; Hs care (^ 
his church, its choir, its economy, and its in- 
come ; his attention to all those wha preached in 
his cathedral, in order to their amendment in pro- 
nunciatioa and style ; as also his remarkable ato 
tent ion to the interest of his successors, preferably 
to his own present emoluments; his invincible 
pfttnotism, even to a country whioh he did not 
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love f his very various, weU-^devised, well^udged, 
and extensive charities, throughout his life ; and 
his whole fortune (to say nothing of his wife's) 
conveyed to the same Christian purposes at his 
death ; charities, from which he could enjoy no 
honour, advantage, or satisfaction of any kind in 
thk world; when you consider his ironical and 
humorous, as well as his serious schemes, for the 
promotion of true religion and virtue ; his success 
in soliciting for the First Fruits and Twentieths, to 
the unspeakable benefit of the Established Church 
of Ireland ; and his fdicity (to rate it no higher) 
in giving occasion to the building of fifty new 
churches in London : 

** All this considered, the character of his Kfe 
will appear like that of his writings; they will 
both bear to be re-considered, and re-examined 
with the utmost attention, and always disa>ver 
new beauties and excellencies upon every exami- 
nation. 

" They will bear to be considered as the sun, in 
which the brightness will hide the blemishes ; and 
whenever petulant ignorance, pride, malignity, or 
envy interposes to cloud or suHy his fame, I take 
upon me to pronounce, that the eclipse will not 
last long. 

" To conclude— No man ever deserved better 
of his country, than Swift did of his ; a steady, 
persevering, inflexible friend ; a wise, a watchful, 
and a faithful counsellor, under many severe trials 
and bitter persecutions, to the manifest hazard 
both of his liberty and fortune. 
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" He Uved a blessing, he died a benefactor, and 
his name will ever live an honour to Ireland/* 

In the poetical works of Dr. Swift there is not 
much upon which the critic can exercise his powers. 
They are often humorous, almost always light, 
and have the qualities which recommend such 
compositions, easiness and gaiety. They are, for 
the most part, what their author intended. The 
diction is correct, the numbers are smooth, and 
the rhymes exact. There seldom occurs a hard- 
laboured expression, or a redundant epithet; all 
his verses exemplify his own definition of a good 
style ; they consist of " proper words in proper 
places.** 

To divide this collection into classes, and show 
how some pieces are gross, and some are trifling, 
would be to tell the reader what he knows already, 
and to find faults of which the author could not be 
ignorant, who certainly wrote not often to his judg- 
ment, but his humour. 

It was said, in a Preface to one of the Irish edi- 
tions, that Swift had never been known to take a 
single thought from any writer, ancient or modern. 
This is not literally true j but perhaps no writer can 
easily be found that has borrowed so little, or thut 
in all his excellencies and all his defects, has so well 
maintained his claim to be considered as original. 
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William BROOME was bom in Cheshire, 
as is said, of very mean parents. Of the place of 
his birth, or the first part of his life, I have not 
been able to gain any intelligence. He was edu- 
cated upon the foundation at Eton, and was cap- . 
tain of the school a whole year, without any 
vacancy, by which he might have obtained a 
scholarship at King's College. Being by this de- 
lay, such as is said to have happened very rarely, 
superannuated; he was sent to St. John's College 
by the contributions of his friends, where he ob- 
tained a small exhibition. 

At his college he lived for some time in the same 
chamber with the well-known Ford, by whom I 
have formerly heard him described as a contracted 
scholar and a mere versifier, unaequaiated wdtb 
life, and" unskilful in conversation. His addiction 
to metre was then such, that his companions fa- 
miliarly called him Poet. When he had opportu- 
nities of mingling with mankind, he cleared him- 
self, as Ford likewise owned, from great part of 
his scholastic rust. 

VOL. III. E 
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He appeared early in the world as a translator of 
the "Iliads** into prose, in conjunction with Ozell 
and Oldisworth. How their several parts were 
distributed is not known. This is the translation 
of which Ozell boasted as superior, in Toland's 
opinion, to that of Pope: it has long since va- 
nished, and is now in no danger from the criticks. 

He was introduced to Mr. Pope, who was then 
visiting Sir John Cotton at Madingley, near Cam- 
bridge, arid gained so much of his esteem, that he 
was employed, I believe, to make extracts from 
Eustathius for the notes to the translation of the 
" Iliad ;** and in the volumes of poetry published 
byLintot, commonly called "Pope's Miscellanies," 
many of his early pieces were inserted. 

Pope and Broome were to be yet more closely 
connected. When the success of the ** Iliad" gave 
encouragement to a version of the " Odyssey,'* 
Pope, weary of the toil, called Fenton and Broome 
to his assistance ; and, taking only half the work 
upon himself, divided the other hdlf between his 
partners, giving four books to Fenton, and eight to 
Broome. Fenton's books I have enumerated in his 
life ; to the lot of Broome fell the second, sixth, 
eighth, eleventh, twelfth, sixteenth, eighteenth, and 
twenty^hird, together with the burthen of writing 
all the notes. 

As this translation is a very important event in 
poetical history, the reader has a right to know 
upon what grounds I establish my narration. That 
the version was not wholly Pope's, was always 
known; he had mentioned the assistance of two 
friends in his proposals, and at the end of the work 
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some account is given by Broome of their different 
parts, which however mentions only five books as 
written by the coadjutors 5 the fourth and twen- 
tieth by Fenton ; the sixth, the eleventh, and 
eighteenth, by himself; though Pope, in an ad- 
vertisement prefixed afterwards to a new volume 
of his works, claimed only twelve. A natural 
curiosity, aftei* the real conduct of so great an 
undertaking, incited me once to inquire of Dr. 
Warburton, who told me, in his warm language, 
that he thought the relation given in the note " a 
lie;" but that he was not able to ascertain the 
several shares. The intelligence which Dr. War- 
burton could not afford me, I obtained from Mr. 
Langton, to whom Mr. Spence had imparted it. 

The price at which Pope purchased this assist- 
ance was three hundred pounds paid to Fenton and 
five hundred to Broome, with as many copies as he 
wanted for his friends, which amounted to one hun- 
dred more. The payment made to Fenton I know 
not but by hearsay ; Broome's is very distihctly told 
by Pope, in the notes to the Dunciad. 

It is evident, that, according to Pope's own 
estimate, Broome was unkindly treated- If four 
books could merit three hundred pounds, eight, 
and all the notes, equivalent at least to four, had 
certainly a right to more than six. 

Broome probably considered himself as injured^ 
and there was for some time more than coldness 
between him and his employer. He always spoke 
of Pope as too much a lover of money; and Pope 
pursued him with avowed hostility; for he not only 
named him disrespectfully in the " Dunciad," but 

e2 
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quoted him more than once in the " Bathos," as a 
proficient in the " Art of Sinking ; and in his 
enumeration of the different kinds of poets distin- 
guished for the profound, he reckons Broome 
among the Parrots who repeat another's words in 
such a hoarse odd tone as makes them seem their 
own.'* I have been told that they were afterwards 
reconciled; but I am afraid their peace was without 
friendship. 

He afterwards published a Miscellany of Poems^ 
which is inserted, with corrections, in the late 
compilation. 

He never rose to a very high dignity in the 
church. He was some time rector of Sturston in 
Suffolk, where he married a wealthy widow; and 
afterwards, when the king visited Cambridge, 
(1728) became Doctor of Laws. He was (in 
August, 1728) presented' by the Crown to the 
rectory of Pulham in Nbrfolk, which he held with 
Oakley Magna in Suffolk, given him by the Lord 
CornwalBs, to whom he was chaplain, and who 
added the vicarage of Eye in Suffolk ; he then 
resigned Pulham, and retained the other two. 

Towards the close of his life he grew again poe- 
tical, and amused himself with translating-Odes of 
Anacreon, which he published in the ** Gentleman's 
Magazine," under the name of Chester. 

He died at Bath, November 16, 1745, and was 
buried in the Abbey Church. 

Of Broome, though it cannot be said that he was 
a great poet, it would be unjust to deny that he was 
an excellent versifier; his lines are smooth and 
sonorous, and his diction is select and elegant. His 
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rhjnnes are sometimes unsuitable ; in his " Me- 
lancholy/' he makes breath rhyme to birth in one 
place, and to earth in another. Those faults occur 
but seldom ; and he had such power of words and 
numbers as fitted him for tr^anslation ; but in his 
original works, recollection seems to have been his 
business more than invention. His imitations are 
so apparent, that it is part of his reader's employ- 
ment to recall the verses of some former poet. 
Sometimes he copies the most popular writers, for 
he seems scarcely to endeavour at concealment ; 
and sometimes he picks up fragments in obscure 
corners. His lines to Fenton, 

Serene, the sting of pain thy thoughts beguile. 
And make afflictions objects of a smile, 

brought to my mind some lines on the death of 
Queen Mary, written by Barnes, of whom I should 
not have expected to find an imitator : 

But thou, O Muse ! whose sweet nepenthean tongue 
Can charm the pangs of death with deathless song. 
Canst stinging plagties with easy thoughts beguile. 
Make pains and tortures objects of a smile. 

To detect his imitations were tedious and use- 
less. What he takes he seldom makes worse ; and 
he cannot be justly thought a mean man, whom 
Pope chose for to associate, and whose co-opera- 
tion was considered by Pope's enemies as so im- 
portant, that he was attacked by Henley with this 
ludicrous distich : 

Pope came off clean with Homer ; but they say 
Broome went before, and kindly swept the way. 
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Alexander pope was bom in London, May 
22, 1688, of parents whose rank or station was 
never ascertained : we are informed that they were 
of " gentle blood ;'* that his father was of a family 
of which the Earl of Downe was the head ; and that 
his mother was the daughter of William Turner, 
Esquire, of York, who had likewise three sons, one 
of whom had the honour of being killed, and the 
other of dying, in the service of Charles the First ; 
the third was made a general officer in Spain, from 
whom the sister inherited what sequestrations and 
forfeitures had left in the family. 

This, and this only, is told by Pope ; who is 
more willing, as I have heard observed, to show 
what his father was not, than whet he was. It is 
allowed that he grew rich by trade ; but whether 
in a shop or on the Exchange was never disco- 
vered, till Mr. Tyers told, on the authority of 
Mrs. Racket, that he was a linen-draper in the 
Strand. Both parents were papists. 

Pope was from his birth of a cpnstitution tender 
and delicate ; but is said to have shown remarkable 
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gentleness and sweetness of disposition. The weak- 
ness of bis body continued tbrougb bis life* ; but 
tbe mildness of bis mind perbaps ended witb bis 
cbildbood. His voice wben be was young was so 
pleasing, tbat be was called in fondness " tbe little 
Nigbtingale.** 

Being not sent early to scbool, he was taught to 
read by an aunt ; and wben be was seven or eight 
years old, became a lover of books. He first learned 
to write by imitating printed books ; a species of 
penmanship in which he retained great excellence 
through his whole life, though his ordinary hand 
was not elegant. 

When he was about eight, be was placed in 
Hampshire, under Taverner, a Romish priest, who, 
by a method very rarely practised, taught him the 
Greek and Latin rudiments together. He was 
now first regularly initiated in poetry by the pe- 
rusal of " Ogilby's Homer,'' and " Sandys* Ovid.*' 
Ogilby's assistance he never repaid with any praise; 
but of Sandys he declared, in his notes to tbe 
" Iliad," that English poetry owed much of its 
beauty to his translations. Sandys vpry rarely at- 
tempted original composition. 

From tbe care of Taverner, under whom his 
proficiency was considerable, he was removed to 
a school at Twyford near Winchester, and again 
to another school about Hyde-park Corner j from 
which he used sometimes to stroll to the play- 



* This weakness was so great that he constantly wore stays. 
His method of tiding the air on the water was to have a sedan 
dnor in the boftt, in whidi he sat with tbe glasses down. 
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house ; and was^ so delighted with theatrical ex- 
hibitions, that he formed a kind of play from 
** Ogilby's Iliad/' with some verses of his own in- 
termixed, which he persuaded his school-fellows 
to act, with the addition of his master's gardener, 
who personated Ajax. 

At the two last schools he used to represent 
himself as having lost part of what Taverner had 
taught him ; and on his master at Twjrford he had 
already exercised his poetry in a lampoon. Yet 
under those masters he translated more than a 
fourth part of the " Metamorphoses." If he kept 
the same proportion in his other exercises, it csxit^ 
not be thought that his loss was great. 

He tells of himself, in his poems, that ^* he lisped 
in numbers ;" and used to say, that he could not 
remember the time when he began to make verses. 
In the style of fiction it might have been said of 
him as of Pindar, that when he lay in his cradle, 
^* the bees swarmed about his mouth." 

About the time of the Revolution, his father, 
who was undoubtedly disappointed by the sudden 
blast of Popish prosperity, quitted his trade, and 
retired to Binfield in Windsor Forest, with about 
twenty thousand pounds } for which, being con- 
scientiously determined not to entrust it to the 
government, he found no better us§ than that of 
locking it up in a chest, and taking from it what his 
expenses required ; and his life was long enough 
to consume a great part of it, before his son came 
to the inheritance. 

To Binfield Pope was called by his father when 
he was about twelve years old j md there he had 
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for a few months, the assistance of one Deane, 
another priest, of whom he learned only to con- 
strue a little of " TuUy's CMSces/* How Mr. Deane 
could spend with a boy, who had translated so 
much of " Ovid," some months over a small part 
of" Tully's Offices,'* it is now vain to inquire. 

Of a youth so successfully employed, and so 
conspicuously improved, a minute account must 
be naturally desired ; but curiosity must be con- 
tented with confused, imperfect, and sometimes 
improbable intelligence. Pope, finding little ad- 
vantage from external help, resolved thencefor- 
wsurd to direct himself, and at twelve formed a plan 
of study, which he completed with little other in- 
citement than the desire of excellence. 

His primary and principal purpose was to be a 
poet, with which his father accidentally concurred, 
by proposing subjects, and obliging him to correct 
his performances by many revisals ; after which 
the old gentleman, when he was satisfied, would 
say, " these are good rhymes.'* 

In his perusal of the English poets he soon di- 
stinguished the versification of Dryden, which he 
considered as the model to be studied, and was 
impressed with such veneration for his instructor, 
that he persuaded some friends to take him to the 
cofFee-house which Dryden frequented, and pleased 
himself with having seen him. 

Dryden died May 1, I7OI, some days before 
Pope was twelve ; so early must he therefore have 
felt the power of harmony, and the zeal of genius. 
Who does not wish that Dryden could have known 
the value of the homage that was paid him, and 
foreseen the greatness of his young admirer ? 
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The earliest of Pope's productions is his " Ode 
on Solitude/' written before he was twelve, in 
which there is nothing more than other forward 
boys have attained, and which is not equal to 
Cowley's performance at the same age. 

His time was now wholly spent in reading and 
writing. As he read the classics, he amused him- 
self with translating them ; and at fourteen made 
a version of the first book of the " Thebais," which, 
with some revision, he afterwards published. He 
must have been at this time, if he had iio help, a 
considerable proficient in the Latin tongue. 

By Dryden's fables, which had then been not 
long published, and were much in the hands of 
poetical readers, he was tempted to try his own skill 
in giving Chaucer a more fashionable appearance, 
and put " January and May," and the " Prologue 
of the Wife of Bath," into modern English. He 
translated likewise the Epistle of ** Sappho to 
Phaon," from Ovid, to complete the version, which 
was before imperfect ; and wrote some other small 
pieces, which he afterwards printed. 

He sometimes imitated the English poets, and 
professed to have written at fourteen his poem upon 
" Silence," after Rochester's " Nothing." He had 
'] now formed his versification, and the smoothness 
of his numbers surpassed his original : but this is 
a small part of his praise ; he discovers such ac- 
quaintance both with human life and public aflSdrs, 
£^s is not easily conceived to have been attainable 
by a boy of fourteen in Windsor Forest. 

Next year he was desirous of opening to himself 
new sources of knowledge, by making himself ac- 
quainted with modwm languages ; and removed for 
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a time to London, that he might study French and 
Italian, which, as he desired nothing more than to 
read them, were by diligent application soon de- 
spatched. Of Italian learning he does tiot appear 
to have ever made much use in his subsequent 
studies. 

He then returned to Binfield, and delighted him- 
self with his own poetry. He tried all styles, and 
many subjects. He wrote a comedy, a tragedy, 
an epic poem, with panegyrics on all the princes 
of Europe j and, as he confesses, " thought him- 
self the greatest genius that ever was.*' Self-con- 
fidence is the first requisite to great undertakings. 
He, indeed, who forms his opinion of himself in 
solitude, without knowing the powers of other 
men, is very liable to trror : but it was the felicity^ 
of Pope to rate himself at his real value. 

Most of his puerile productions were, by his 
maturer judgment, afterwards destroyed ; " Al- 
cander,'' the epic poem, was burnt by the per- 
suasion of Atterbury. The tragedy was founded' 
on the legend of St. Genevieve. Of the comedy 
there is no account. 

Concerning his studies it is related, that he 
translated " TuUy on Old Age ;*' and that, besides 
his books of poetry and criticism, he read " Tem- 
ple's Essays,'' and " Locke on Human Under- 
standing." His reading, though his favourite 
authors are not known, appears 'to have been suf- 
ficiently extensive and multifarous ; for his early 
piece* shoWj with sufficient evidence, his know- 
ledge of books. 

He that is pleasea with himself easily imagines 
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that he shall please others. Sir William Trumbull, 
who had been ambassador at Constantinople, and 
secretary of state, when he retired from business, 
fixed his residence in the neighbourhood of Bin- 
field. Pope, not yet sixteen, was introduced to the 
statesman of sixty, and so distinguished himself, 
i that their interviews ended in friendship and cor- 
respondence. Pope was, through his whole life, 
ambitious of splendid acquaintance ; and he seems 
to have wanted neither diligence nor success in 
attracting the notice of the great ; for, from his 
first entrance into the world, and his entrance was 
very early, he was admitted to familiarity with 
those whose rank or station made them most con- 
spicuous. 

From the age of sixteen, |he life of Pope, as an 
author, may be properly computed. He now wrote 
his pastorals, which were shown to the poets and 
critics of that time ; as they well deserved, they 
were read with admiration, and many praises were 
bestowed upon them and upon the Preface, which 
is both elegant and learned in a high degree ; they 
were, however, not published till five years after- 
wards. 

Cowley, Milton, and Pope, are distinguished 
among the English poets by the early exertion of 
their powers ; but the works of Cowley alone were 
published in his childhood, and therefore of him 
only can it be certain that his puerile performances 
received no improvement from his maturer studies. 

At this time began his acquaintance with Wy- 
cherley, a man who seems to have had among his 
contemporaries his full share (ff reputation, to have 
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been esteemed without virtue, and caressed with- 
out good-humour. Pope was proud of his notice ; 
Wycherley wrote verses in his praise, which he 
was charged by Dennis with writing to himself, 
and they agreed for a while to flatter one another. 
It is pleasant to remark how soon Pope learned 
the cant of an author, and began to treat critics 
with contempt, though he had yet suffered nothing 
from them. 

But the fondness of Wycherley was too violent 
to last. His esteem of Pope was such, that he 
submitted some poems to his revision ; and when^ 
Pope, perhaps proud of such confidence, was suf- 
ficiently bold in his criticisms, and liberal in his 
alterations, the old scribbler was angry to see his 
pages defaced, and felt more pain from the de- 
tection than content from the amendment of his 
faults. They parted ; but Pope always considered 
him with kindness, and visited him a little time 
before he died. 

Another of his. early correspondents was Mr. 
Cromwell, of whom I have learned nothing par- 
ticular but that he used to ride a hunting in a 
tye^wig. He was fond, and perhaps vain, of 
amusing himself with poetry and criticism ; and 
sometimes sent his performances to Pope, who did 
not forbear such remarks as were now-and-then 
unwelcome. Pope, in his turn, put the juvenile 
version of " Statins" into his hands for correction. 
Their correspondence afforded the public its first 
knowledge of Pope's epistolary powers ; for his 
Letters were given by Cromwell to one Mrs. 
Thomas j and she many years afterwards sold them 
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to Curll, who inserted them in a volume of his 
Miscellanies. 

Walsh, a name yet preserved among the minor 
poets, was one of his first encouragers. His regard 
was gained by the Pastorals, and from him Pope 
received the counsel from which he seems to have 
regulated his studies. Walsh advised him to cor- 
rectness, which, as he told him, the English poets 
had hitherto neglected, and which therefore was 
left to him as a basis of fame ; and being delighted 
with rural poems, recommended to him to write 
a pastoral comedy, like those which are read so 
eagerly in Italy ; a design which Pope probably 
did not approve, as he did not follow it. 

Pope had now declared himself a poet ; and 
thinking himself entitled to poetical conversation, 
began at seventeen to frequent Will's a coffee- 
house on the north side of Russell-street, in Covent- 
garden, where the wits of that time used to as- 
semble, and where Dryden had, when he lived, 
been accustomed to preside. 

During this period of his life he was indefati- 
gably diligent, and insatiably curious; wanting 
health for violent, and money for expensive 
pleasures, and having excited in himself very 
strong desires of intellectual eminence, he spent 
much of his time over his books ; but he read only 
to store his mind with facts and images, seizing all 
that his authors presented with undistinguishing 
voracity, and with an appetite for knowledge too 
eager to be nice. In a mind like his, however, all 
the faculties were at^pnce involuntarily improving. 
Judgment is forced upon us by experience. He 



POPE. 63 

that reads many books must compare one opinion 
or one style with another ; and, when he compares^ 
must necessarily distinguish, reject, and prefer. 
But the account given by himself of his studies 
was, that from fourteen to twenty he read only 
for amusement, from twenty to twenty-seven tor 
improvement and instruction ; that in the first part 
of this time he desired only to know, and in the 
second he endeavoured to judge. 

The Pastorals, which had been for some time 
handed, about among poets and critics, were at 
last printed (1709) in Tonson's Miscellany, in a 
volume which began with the Pastorals of Philips, 
and ended with those of Pope. 

The same year was written the " Essay on Cri- 
ticism j*' a work which displays such extent of 
comprehension, such nicety of distinction, such 
acquaintance with mankind, and such knowledge 
both of ancient and modern learning, as are not 
often attained by the maturest age and longest 
experience. It was published about two years 
afterwards ; and, being praised by Addison in the 
" Spectator,'' with suflScient liberality, met with 
so much favour as enraged Dennis, " who," he 
says, " found himself attacked, without any manner 
of provocation on his side, and attacked in his per- 
son instead of his writings, by one who was wholly 
a stranger to him, at a time when all the world 
knew he was persecuted by fortune ; and not only 
saw that this was attempted in a clandestine man- 
ner, with the utmost falsehood and calumny, but 
found that all this was done by a little affected 
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hypociite^ ¥4m> ihad> uatibii^ in his niou^ al ithe 
same time but truth, candour, friendship, good- 
nature, humanity, and magnanimity/* 
; How the attack was jdand^astiue' is not jeasily 
perceived, nor how his person, is depreciated ; but 
he seems to have known something of Pc^^'s 
character, in whom.mq^y be discovericd an appetite 
to talk: too frequently of hi$/Qwn. virtues. , 

Thq pamphlet is such as rage might beiOxpqctod 
to dictato. He supposes himself to be asked two 
questions J whether the Essay will succeed,. ^4 
who or what iff the author. 

Its suocosa he admits to be secured by the false 
opinions then prevalent ; the author he conclude^ 
to be ** young and raw.*' 

" First, because he discovers a suflSciency be- 
yond his little ability, and hath rashly undertafcen 
a task infinitely above hi^ force. Secondly, while 
this little author struts, and affects the dictatorian 
air, he plainly ^hows, th^t at the sam^ time he is 
under the rod: and, while he pretends to give 
laws to others, is a pedantic slave to authority and 
opinion. Thirdly, he hath, like school-boys, bor- 
ipw^d both from living and dead. Fourthly, he 
knows not his own mind} and frequently contra- 
dicts himself. Fifthly, |ie is almost perpetually in 
thft wrong/* 

. All these positions he attempts to prove by 
quotations and remarks j but his desire to do 
mischief is greater than his power. He has, 
however, justly criticised, pome passage^ inthfse 
lines.:— ., , . j . 
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Inhere are whmn Heaven has Ue8s*d with store of wit> 
Yet want as much again to manage it : 
For wit and judgment ever are at strife—^ 

It is apparent that wit has two meanings, and that 
what is waited, though called wit, is truly judg- 
naent* So far Dennis is undoubtedly right ; but 
not content with argumeht, he will have a little 
mirth, and triumphs over the first couplet in terms 
too elegant to be forgotten. " By the way, what 
rare numbers are here ! Would not one swear that 
this youngster had espoused some antiquated Muse, 
who had sued out a divorce on account of impot- 
ence, from some superannuated sinner; and, hav- 
ing been p — xed by her former spouse, has got the 
gout in her decrepit age, which makes her hobble 
so damnably?" This w^ the man who would re- 
form a nation sinking into barbarity. 

In another place Pope himself allowed that 
Dennis had detected one of those blunders which 
are called " bulls/' The first edition had this line. 

What is this wit — 

Where wanted scom'd ; and envied where acquired ? 

" How," says the critick, " can wit be scorned 
where it is not ? Is not this a figure frequently 
employed in Hibernian land? The person that 
wants this wit may indeed be scorned, but the 
scorn shows the honour which the contemner has 
for wit." Of this remark Pope made the proper 
use, by correcting the passage. 

I have preserved, I think, all that is reasonable 
in Dennis's criticism ; it remains that justice be 
done to his delicacy. " For his acquaintance (says 
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Dennis) he names Mr. Walsh, who had by no means 
the qualification which this author reckons abso- 
lutely necessary to a critick, it being very certain 
that he was, like this Essay er, a very indifferent 
poet ; he loved to be well-dressed ; aiM I renjem- 
ber a little young gentleman whom Mr. Walsh 
used to take into his company as a double foible to 
his person and capacity. Inquire, between Sun- 
ning-hill and Oakingham, for a young, short, squab 
gentleman, the very bow of the God of Love, and 
tell me whether he be a proper author to make 
personal reflections ? — He may extol the ancients, 
but he has reason to thank the gods that he was 
born a modern ; for had he been born of Grecian 
parents, and his father consequently had by law 
had the absolute disposal of him, his life had been 
no longer than that of one of his poems, the life 
of half a day. — ^Let the person of a gentleman of 
his parts be never so contemptible, his inward man 
is ten times more ridiculous ; it being impossible 
that his outward form, though it be that of down- 
right monkey, should differ so much from human 
shape as his unthinking, immaterial part does from 
human understanding.^^ Thus began the hostility 
betweep Pope and Dennis, which, though it was 
suspended for a short time, never was appeased- 
Pope seems, at first, to have attacked him wan- 
tonly ; but though he always professed to despise 
him, he discovers, by mentioning him very often, 
that he felt his force or his venom. 

Of this Essay, Pope declared, that he did not ex- 
pect the 3ale to be quick, because " not one gentle- 
man in sixty, even of liberal education, could 
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understand it/* The gentlemen, and the educa- 
tion of that time, seem to have been of a lower 
character than they are of this. He mentioned a 
thousand copies as a numerous impression. 

Dennis Was not his only censurei^ : the zealous 
Papists thought the monks treated with too much 
contempt, and Erasmus too studiously praised; but 
to these objections he had not much regard. 

The ^^ Essay*' has been translated into French 
by Hamilton, author of the " Comte de Gram- 
mont,'* whose version was never printed, by Robo- 
tham, secretary to the king for Hanover, and by 
Uesnel ; arid comrtehted by Dr. Warburton, who 
has discovered in it such order and cohnexion ai^ 
was not perceived by Addison, nor^, as is said, in- 
tended by the author. 

Almost every poem, consisting of precepts, is so 
far arbitrary and immethodical, that many of the 
paragraphs may change places with no apparent 
inconvenience; for t)ftw6 or mol^e positions, de- 
I^iendihg upon some remote and general principle, 
there is seldom any cogent reason why one should 
precede the other. But for the ordei^in which thejr 
stand, whatever it be, a little ingenuity may easilj^ 
give a reason. " It is pdssible,** says Hooker; 
^that, by long circumduction, from ^hyonetrtifh 
all truth may' be inferred."' Of all homogerieblfs 
truths, at least of all truths respecting the feame 
general etid, in wTiateveir series they may be Jiro- 
duced, a concatenation by 'ititermediate ideas may 
be formed, ^ch as, whern'it is once shown, shall 
appear riatur'dl ; but if tliis brder'b^ reversed, ian^^ 
other mode of connexion equally spacious may be 

f2 
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found or made. Aristotle is praised for naming 
Fortitude first of the cardinal virtues, as that 
without which no other virtue can steadily be 
practised; but he might, with equal propriety, 
have placed Prudence and Justice before it; since 
without Prudence, Fortitude is mad; without 
Justice, it is mischievous. 

As the end of method is perspicuity, that series 
is suflSciently regular that avoids obscurity; and 
where there is no obscurity, it will not be difficult 
to discover method. 

In the Spectator was published the ** Messiah,** 
which he first submitted to the perusal of Steele, 
and corrected in compliance with his criticisms. " 

It is reasonable to infer, from his Letters, that 
the verses on the " Unfortunate Lady,*' were 
written about the time when his "Essay" was 
published. The lady's name and adventures I 
have sought with fruitless inquiry*. 

I can therefore tell no more than I have learned 
from Mr. Ruffhead, who writes with the confidence 
of one who could trust his information. She was 
a woman of eminent rank and large fortune, thJSf 
ward of an uncle, who, having given her a proper 
education, expected like other guardians that she 
should make at least an equal match ; and such he 
proposed to her, but found it rejected in favour of 
a young gentleman of inferior condition. 

Having discovered the correspondence between 
the two lovers, and finding the young lady deter- 
mined to abide by her own choice, he supposed tha* 
separation might do what can rarely be done by 
* See Gent. Mag. vol. li. p. 314. 
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airguments, and sent her into a foreign qountry, 
where she was obliged to converse only with those 
ftom whom her uncle had nothing to fear. 

Her lover took care to repeat his vows ; but his 
letters were intercepted and carried to her guar* 
dian> who directed her to be watched with still 
greater vigilance, till of this restraint she grew so 
impatient, that she bribed a woman servant to pro- 
cure her a sword, which she directed to her heart 

From this account, given with evident intention 
to raise the lady's character, it does not appear that 
she had any claim to praise, nor much to compas- 
sion. She seems to have be^n impatient, violent 
and ungovernable. Her uncle's power could not 
have lasted^ long; the hour of liberty and choice 
would have come in time. But her desires were 
too hot for delay, and she liked self-murder better 
than suspense* 

Nor is it discovered that the uncle, whoever he 
was, is with much justice delivered to posterity as 
** a false Guardian j" he seems to have done only 
that for which a guardian is appointed j he endea- 
voured to direct his niece till she should be able to 
direct herself. Poetry has not often been worse 
employed than in dignifying the amorous fury of 
a raving girl. 

' Not long after, he wrote the " Rape of the Lock," 
the most airy, the most ingenious, and the most 
delightful of all his compositions, occasioned by a 
frolick of gallantry, rather too familiar, in which 
Lord Petre cut off a lock of Mrs. Arabella Fermor's 
hair. This, whether stealth or violence, was so 
much resented, that the commerce of the two fa- 
milies, before very friendly, was interrupted. Mr. 
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Caryl, a gentii^nan ^o, being searetary to King 
Janws^s queen, fead Allowed his mistress iato 
Fraiice, arid trha, being the aEitbor of "Sir Sdk- 
men Single,*^ £i^ comedy, and some translations, was 
entiftled to the notice of a wit^ solicited Pope to 
endeavour a reconciliation by a ludicrous poem, 
which might bring both the parties to a better 
temper. In compliance with Caryl's, request, 
though his name was for a long time marked only 
l^ the first and last letter, C— 1, a poem of two 
ctoitos was written (I7II), as is said, in a fort- 
night, and sent to the offended lady, who liked it 
well enough to show it ; and, with the usual pro- 
cess of literary transactions, the author, dreading 
a surreptitious edition, was forced to publish it. • 
The event is said to have been such as was de- 
sired, the pacification and diversion of all to whom 
it related, except Sir George Brown, who com- 
plained with some bitterness, that, in the character 
of Sir Plume, he was made to talk nonsense* Whe- 
ther all this be true I have some doubt j for at 
Paris, a few years ago, a niece of Mrs. Fermor, who 
presided in an English convent, mentioned Pope's 
work with very little gratitude, ratlier as an insult 
than an honour ; and she may be supposed to have 
inherited the opinion of her family. 
' At its first appearance it was termed by Addison 
"merum sal." Pope, however, saw that it was 
capable of improvement ; and, having luckily con- 
trived to borrow his machinery from the Rosicru- 
cians, imparted the scheme with which his head 
was teeming to Addison, who -told him that his 
work, as it stood, was " a delicious little thing," 
and gave him no encouragement fto retouch it. 
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l^s has been too hastily conttdepred as au iiw 
stance of Addison's jealoui^ } for, as he .ccHild not 
guess the conduct :of the n^ew design or the pofisi- 
foilities of pleasure comprised in a fiction of^jbidi 
there had been no exaiio^s, he migfait) very reawii- 
ably and kindly persuade the authortut^tcqjuiesce 
in his own prosperity, andfoibear aji atteoapt which 
he considered as an unnecessary hazand. 

Addison's counsel was happily tv^ected. Pope 
foresaw the future fejB^ja-escence of inuigery then 
budding in his mind, and resolved to spare no art, 
or industry of cultivation. The soft luxuriance 
of his fancy was already shooting, and all the gay 
varieties of diction were ready at his hand to 
cdour and embellish it. 

His attempt was justified by its success. The 
^* Rape of the Lock'* stands forward, in the classes 
of literature, as the most exquisite example of lu- 
dicrous poetry. Berkeley congratulated him upon 
the di^[>lay of powers more truly poetical than he 
had show» befiare : with elegance of description 
and justness of precepts, he had now exhibited 
boundless fertility of invention. . 

He always considered the intermixture of the 
maphinery with the action as his most sucoessful 
exertion of poetical art. He indeed could never 
afterwards produce any thing of such unexampled 
excellence. Those perfoiimances, which strike 
with wonder, are combsi^ons of skilful g^pius 
with happy casualty 9 and.it is not likely th^t any 
fdicity, like the disconr^ty of a new race of pre- 
ternatural agents, should . happen twice to the 
^ame man. 

Of this poem, the >aiatbor was, I think, allowed 
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to ei^oy the pr^e £6r a long iiijne vrkhout disturb- 
ance.. M^^y yeairs afterwards Dennis pubU^^ 
^Qsxne^ remarks upon dt^ witli ¥ery little forces and 
with no effect ; fori the opinion- of the publidc was 
already settled^, and it was no longer at the mensjr 
of criticism^ 

About this time he published the " Temple jof 
Fame/' which, as he tells Steele in their corre* 
spondence, he had written two years before ; that 
is, when he was only twenty-two years old, an 
early time of life for so much learning and so 
«^uch observation as that work exhibits. 

On this poem Dennis afterwards published some 
remains, of which the most reasonable is, thart 
some of the lines represent motion as exhibited 
by sculpture* 

Of the Epistle from " Eloisa to Abelard,'' i 
do not know the date. His first inclination to 
attempt a composition of that tender kind arose, 
as Mr, Savage told me, from his:perusal of R-ior's 
** Nut-brown Maid/* How much he has s^ur^ 
passed Prior's work it is not necessary to m^d* 
tion, when perhaps it may be said with justice,.* 
that he has excelled every composition of the 
same kind. The mixture of religious hope and 
resignation gives an elevation and dignity to dis- 
appointed love, which images merely natural can- 
not bestow. The gloom of a convent strikes the 
imagination with far greater force than the soli- 
tude of a grove. 

This piece was, however, not much his favourite 
in his latter years, though I never heard upon what 
principle he slighted it. 

In the next year (1713) he published " Windsor 
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FopesfcJ^^«f which partiiras, as he^ i*datfes, 'wtittett 
at< sixteen, abmit the sam^ tim^ as hii' Pastorals; 
and the latter part wad addfed afterwards i vAtett 
the addition begins we are n*ot told. The Ihies ^^- 
lutingto the peace confess their own date. It is 
dedicated to LordLansdowne, who was then in high 
reputjation and influence among the Tories ; and 
it is said, that the conclusion of the poem gave 
great pain to Addison, both as a poet and a pdli- 
tician. Reports like this are often spread with 
boldness very disproportionate to their (evidence. 
Why should Addison receive any particular dis- 
turbance from the last lines of ** Windsor Forest?*' 
If contrariety of opinion could poison a politician, 
he could not live a day ; and, as a poet, he must 
have felt Pope's force of genius much more from' 
many other parts of his works. 

The pain that Addison might feel it is not likely 
that he would confess ; and it is certain that he 
so well suppressed his discontent, that Pope now 
thought himself his favourite ; for, having been 
consulted in the revisal of " Cato,'' he introduced 
it by a prologue; and, when Dennis published his 
Remarks, undertook, not indeed to vindicate^ but 
to revenge his friend, by a " Narrative of the 
" Frenzy of John Dennis.'* 

There is reason to believe that Addison gave no 
encouragement to this disingenuous hostility ; for, 
says Pope, in a letter to him, " indeed your opinion, 
that 'tis entirely to be neglected, would be my 
own in my oWn case; but I felt more warmth 
here than I did when I first saw his book against 
myself (though indeed in two minutes it made 
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me heartily merry).'* Addison was not a man 
on whom such cant of sensibility could make 
much impression. He left the pamphlet to itself, 
having disowned it to Dennis, and perhaps did 
not think Pope to have deserved much by his 
officiousness. 

This year was printed in the " Guardian** the 
ironical comparison between the Pastorals of Philips 
and Pope ; a composition of artifice, criticism, and 
literature, to which nothing equal will easily be 
found. The superiority of Pope is so ingeniously 
dissembled, and the feeble lines of Philips so skil- 
fully preferred, that Steele, being deceived, was 
unwilling to print the paper, lest Pope should be 
offended. Addison immediately saw the writer's 
design ; and, as it seems, had malice enough to 
conceal his* discovery, and to permit a publication 
which, by making his friend Philips ridiculous, 
made him for ever an enemy to Pope. 

It appears that about this time Pope had a strong 
inclination to unite the art of painting with that of 
poetry, and put himself under the tuition of Jerva^. 
' He was near-sighted, and therefore not formed by 
inature for a painter : he tried, however, how far he 
could advance, and sometimes persuaded his friends 
to sit. A picture of Betterton, supposed to be drawn 
by him, was in the possession of Lord Mansfield*: 
if this was taken from the life, he must have begun 
to paint earlier; for Betterton was now dead. 
Pope's ambition of this new art produced some 
encomiastic verses to Jervas, which certainly show 

* It is still €tt Caen WoocL 
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bisk -power a& ^ poet ; but I have been told that 
they betray his ignorance of paintings 

He appears to have regarded Betterton with kind- 
ness and esteqm ; aud afte;r his death published* 
iiad^r his naane, a version into modern English of 
Chaucer's Prologues, and one of his Tales, which, 
as wa» related by Mr. Harte, were believed to 
have been the performance of Pope himself by 
Fenton, who,, made him a gay offer of five pqunds, 
if he would show them in the hand of Betterton. 

The next year (171^) produced a bolder attempt, 
by which profit was sought as well as praise. The 
poems which he had hitherto written, however, they 
might have diffused his name, had made very little 
addition to his fortune. The allowance which his 
father made him, though, proportioned to what he 
had, it might be liberal, could not be large ; his 
religion hindered him from the occupation of any 
civil employment; and he complained that he 
wanted even njoney to buy boqks*. 

He therefore resolved to try how far the favour 
of the publick extended, by soliciting a subscripticm 
to a version of the " Iliad,*' with large notes. 

To print by subscription was, for som^ time^ a 
practice peculiar to the English. The first con- 
siderable work, for which this expedient was em- 
ployed, is said to have been Dry den's " VirgU t;*' 
and it had been tried again ^ith great success 
when the " Tatlers" were collected into volnimes. 

* Spence. 

f Earlier than this, viz. in I688, Milton's ^' Paradise tosi" 
had been published with great success by subscription, in folio, 
under the patronaf^ of Mr. (afterwards Lord) Sommers* 
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l^ere was reason to believe that Pope's attempt 
would be successful. He was in the full bloom' of 
reputation,' and "WIS pei^senally known to almost all 
whom dignity of employ meat or splendour o£ re* 
putation had made eminent ; he conversed kidif* 
ferently with both parties, and never (Jisturbed the 
publiofc with his political opinions; and it might 
be naturally expected, as each faction then boasted 
its* literary zeal, tlmt the great men, who on other 
occasions practised all the violence of opposition, 
would emulate each other in their encouragement 
of a poet who delighted* all, and by whom nons 
had been offended. 

With those hopes, he offered an English " Iliad* ' 
to subscribers, in six volumes in qtiarto, for six 
guineas j a sum^ according to the value of money 
at that time^ by no means inconsiderable, and 
greater than I believe to have been ever asked 
before. His proposal, however, was very favour- 
ably received ; and the patrons of literature were 
busy to recommend his undertaking, and promote 
his interest. Lord Oxford, indeed, lamented that 
such a genius should be wasted upon a work not 
original; but proposed no means by which he 
might live without it. Addison recommended 
caution and moderatibn, and advised him not to 
be content with the praise of half the nation, when 
he might be universally favoured. 

The greatness of the design, the popularity of 
thfe author, and the attention of the literary world, 
naturally raised such expectations of the future 
sale, that the booksellers made their offers with great 
eagerness ; but the highest' bidder was Barnard 
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. lintot, who became proprietor, on condition of 
supplying, at his own expense, all tiie copies which 
were to be delivered txn subscribers, or presented 
to friends, and paying two hundred poimds for 
every volume. 

Of the quartos, it was, I believe, stipulated that 
none should be printed but for the author, that the 
subscription might not be depreciated ; but Lintot 
impressed the same pages upon a small folio, and 
paper perhaps a little thinner; and sold exactly at 
half the price, for half a guinea each volume, books 
so little inferior to the quartos, that by a fraud of 
trade, those folios, being afterwards shortened hy 
cutting away the top and bottom, were sold as 
copies printed for the subscribers. 

Lintot printed two hundred and fifty on royal 
paper in folio, for two guineas a volume ; of the 
small folio, having printed seventeen hundred and 
fifty copies of the first volume, he reduced the 
number in the other volumes to a thousand. 

It is unpleasant to relate that the bookseller, 
after all his hopes and all his liberality, was, by a 
very unjust and' illegal action, « defrauded of his 
profit. An edition of the English ^^ Iliad^* was 
printed in Holland in duodecimo, and imported 
clandestinely for the graAificatibn of! those wifao 
were impatient to read what they could not yet 
afford to buy. This fraud could only be coun« 
teracted by an edition equally cheap and more 
commodious j and Lintot was compelled to con- 
tract his folio at once into a duodecimo, and lose 
the advantage of an intermediate gradation^ > The^ 
notes, which in tfae'Doteb copies wene plaoedi^t 
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the ^nd of each book, as they had been in the large 
volumes, were now subjoined to the text in the 
shme page, and are therefore more easily consulted. 
Of this edition two thousand five hundred were first 
printed, and five thousand a few weeks afterwards; 
but indeed great numbers were necessary to pi-o- 
duce considerable profit. 

Pope, having now emitted his proposals, ahd 
engaged not only his own reputation, but in some 
degrefe that of his friends who patronised his sub- 
scription, began to be frighted at his own under- 
taking; and finding himself at first embarrassed 
with difficulties, which retarded and oppressed him, 
he w^s for a time timorous and uneasy, had his 
nights disturbed by dreams of long journeys 
through unknown ways, and wished, as he said, 
" that somebody would hang him*.*' 

This misery, however, was not of long con- 
tinuance ; he grew by degrees more acquainted 
with Homer's images and expressions, and practice 
increased his facility of versification. In a short 
time he represents himself as despatching regularly 
fifty verses a day, which would show him, by an 
easy computation, the termination of his labour. 

His own difiidence was not his only vexation. 
He that aisks a subscription soon finds that he haa 
enemies. All who do not encourage him defame 
him. He that wants money will rather be thought 
angry than poor : and he that wishes t6 save his 
money conceals his avarice by his malice. Addison 
had hinted his suspicion that Pope was too much 
a Tory; and some of the Tdries suspected hi& 

*- Spen6e*. ' 
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principles l>ecause b^ had coBtributed to the 
" Guardian/* which was carried on by Steele. 

.To those who censured his pditiqks were added 
enemies yet more dangerous, who called i^ question . 
his knowledge of Greek, and his qufdificatipns for 
^ translator of Homer, To these be made no pub- 
lick opposition ; but in one of his Letters escapes 
from them as wdl as he can. At an age like his, 
for he was not more than twenty-five, with an ir- 
;regular education, and a course of life of which 
much seems to have passed in conversation, it is 
not very likely that he.pvjepflowed with Greek. But 
when he felt hin^self deficient he sought as^sistajjce ; 
^n4 what man : of learning would refuse to help 
him ? Minute inquiries into the force of words are 
less necessary in translating Homer than other 
poets, because his positions are general, and his re- 
presentations natural, with very little dependence 
on local or temporary customs, on those change- 
able scenes of artificial life, which, by mingling 
original with accidental notions, and crowding the 
mind with images which time effaces, produces am- 
biguity in diction, and obscurity in books. To this 
open display of unadulterated nature it must be 
ascribed, that Homer has fewer passages of doubt- 
ful meaning than any other poet either in the 
learned or in modem languages* I have read of a 
man, who being, by his ignorance of Greek, com- 
pelled to gratify his curiosity with the Latin printed 
on the opposite page, declared that, from the rude 
simplicity of the linejs literally rendered, he formed 
nobler ideas of the Homeric majesty, than from 
the laboured elegance of polished versions. 
Those literal translations were always at hand. 
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and from them he could easily obtain his author'^ij 
sense with sufficient certainty; and among the 
readers of Homer the number is very small of those 
who find much in the Greek more than in the 
Latin, except the musick of the numbers. 

If more help was wanting, he had the poetical 
translation of " Eobanus Hessus,'* an unwearied 
writer of Latin verses ; he had the French Homers 
of La Valterie and Dacier, and the English of 
Chapman, Hobbes, and Ogilby. With Chapman, 
whose work, though now totally neglected, seems 
to have been popular almost to the end of the last 
century, he had very frequent consultations, and 
perhaps never translated any passage till he had 
read his version, which indeed he has been somef- 
times suspected of using instead of the original. 

Notes were likewise to be provided ; for the six 
volumes would have been very little more than six 
pamphlets without them. What the mere perusal 
of the text could suggest. Pope wanted no assist- 
ance to collect or methodize ; but more was ne- 
cessary ; many pages were to be filled, and learning 
must supply materials to wit and judgment. Some- 
thing might be gathered from Dacier; but no 
man loves to be indebted to his contemporaries, 
and Dacier was accessible to common readers. 
Eustathius was therefore necessarily consulted. 
To read Eustathius, of whose work there was 
then no Latin versibn, I suspect Pope, if he 
had been willing, not to have been able;^ some 
other was therefore to be found, who had leisure 
as well as abilities; and he was doubtless most 
readily employed who would do much work for 
little money. 



POPE. 81 

The history of the notes has lieVer been traced, 
Broome, in his preface to his poems, declares him- 
self the commentator " in part upon the Iliad j** 
and it appears! from Fenton*s Letter, pr^erved in 
the Museum, that Broofme was at^ first engaged in 
consulting Eustatliius ; but that after a time, what* 
ever was the reason, he desisted : another man of 
Cambridge was then employed, who soon grew' 
weary of the work ; and a third, that was reconi- 
mepded by Thirlby, is now discovered to have been 
Jortin, a man since well known to the learned 
world, who complained that Pope, having accepted 
and approved his perfomafaace, never testified any 
curiosity to see him, and who prcrfessed to have 
forgotten the terms on which be worked. The 
terms which Fenton uses are very inercantile : *^ I 
think a4 first sight that his performance is very 
commendable^ and have sent word for him to finish 
the jseventeentii book, and to send it with his de- 
mands £br hid trouble. I have here inclosed the 
specimen j if the rest come before the return, I 
will keep tbem till I receive your order.'^ 

Broome then offered his service a second time, 
which was probably accepted, as they had after- 
wards a closer correspondence. Parnell contri- 
buted the Life of Homer, which Pope found so 
harsh, tliat he took great paios^ in correcting it ; 
and by his own diligence, with sudh help as kind- 
ness » or money could proifcuce him, in^ somewhat 
more^tban five years- he completed his version 6f 
the *^ Biad,*' with thetocrtes. He began itin I712, 
his twenty-fifth year 5 and conelttded it in 1718, 
his tbirtiethy^r. :* ,* . 

VOL. III. G 



When we find him translatii^ fifty lines a day, it 
is natural to suppose that he would have brought his 
WOTk to a more speedy conclusion. The " Hiad,** 
containing less than sixteen thousand verses, might 
have been despatdied in less than three hundred 
and twenty days by fifty verses in a day. The 
notes, compiled with the assistance of his merce- 
naries, could not be supposed to require more time 
than the text* 

According to this calculation, the progress of 
Pope may seem to have been slow j but the di- 
stance is commonly very great between actual 
performances and speculative possibility. It i« 
natural to suppose, that as much as has been done 
to-day may be done to-morrow; but on the morrow 

/ some difficulty emerges, or some external impedi- 
ment obstructs. Indolence, interruption, business^ 
and pleasure, all take their turns of retardation ; 
and every long work is lengthened by a thousand 
causes that can, and ten thousand that cannot, be 
recounted. Perhaps no extensive and multifarious 
performance was ever effected within the term 
originally fixed in the undertaker's mind. He that 

\ runs against Time has an antagonist not subject 
to casualties. 

'Hie encouragement given to this translation^ 
though report seems to have over-rated it, was such 
as the world has not often seen. The subscribers 
were five hundred and seventy-five. The copies^ 
for which subscriptions were given, were six hun- 
dred and fifty-four J and only six hundred and 
sixty were printed. For these copies Pope had 
nothing to pay ; he therefore received, including 
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tb€ two hundred pounds a volume, five thousand 
three hundred and twenty pounds four shillings, 
without deduction, as the books were supplied by 
Lintot. 

By the success of his subscription Pope was re- 
lieved from those pecuniary distresses with which, 
notwithstanding his popularity, he had hitherto 
struggled. Lord Oxford had often lamented his 
disqualification for public employment, but never 
proposed a pension. While the translation of 
" Homer*' was in its progress, Mr. Craggs, then 
secretary of state, oflPercd to procure him a pension^ 
which, at least during his ministry, might be en« 
joyed with secrecy. This was not accepted by 
Pope, who told him, however, that, if he should 
be pressed with want of money, he woulcf send to 
him for occasional supplies. Craggs was not long 
in power, and was never solicited for money by 
Pope, who disdained to beg what he did not want. 

With the product of this subscription^ which he 
had too much discretion to squander, he secured 
his future life from want, by considerable annuities. 
The estate of the Duke of Buckingham was found 
to have been charged with five hundred pounds a 
year, payable to Pope, which doubtless his trans- 
lation enabled him to purchase. 

It cannot be unwelcome to literary curiosity, 
that I deduce thus minutely the history of the 
English " Iliad." It is certainly the noblest ver- 
sion of poetry which the world has ever seen ; and 
its publication must therefore be considered as one 
of the great events in the annals of Learning. 

To those who have skill to estimate the excellence 
and difficulty of this great work, it must be very 

G 2 
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desirable to know bow it was performed, and by 
what gradations it advanced to correctness. Of 
such an intellectual process the knowledge has 
very rarely been attainable ; but happily there re- 
mains the original copy of the " Hiad/' which, 
being obtained by Bolingbroke as a curiosity, de- 
scended from him to Mallet, and is now, by the 
solicitation of the late Dr. Maty, reposited in the 
Museum. 

Between this manuscript, which is written upon 
accidental fragments of paper, and the printed 
qdition, there must have been an intermediate 
copy, that was perhaps destroyed as it returned 
from the press. 

' From the first copy I have procured a few tran- 
scripts> and shall exhibit first the printed lines; 
then, in a small print, those of the manuscripts^ 
with all their variations. Those words in the small 
print, which are given in Italicks, are cancelled in 
the copy, and the words placed under them adopted 
in their stead. 

. The beginning of the first book stands thus : 
The wrath of Peleus^ son, the direful spring 
Of all the Grecian woes, O Goddess, ang, 
That wrath which hurrd to Pluto^s gloomy reign 
The souls of mighty chiefs untimely slain. 
The stern Pelides' rage, O Goddess^ sing, 
wrath 
Of all the woes of Greece the feital spring, 

Grecian 
That strewed with toarriors dead the Phrygian plain, 

heroes 
kafi peopled the dark hell with heroes slain ; 
fiU'^d the shady hell with chiefs untimely 
Whose limbs, imburied on the naked shore, 
Devouring dogs and hungry vultures tore. 
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Since great Achilles and Atrides strove ; 

Such was the sovereign doom, and such the will of Jove. 

Whose limbs^ unburied on the hostile shore^ • 

Devouring dogs and greedy vultures tore> 

Since first Atrides and Achilles ^rove ; 

Such was the sovereign doom^ and such the will of Jove. 

Declare, O Muse, in what ill-fated hour 

Sprung the fierce strife, from what offended Power ? 

Latona^s son a £re contagion spread, 

And heaped the camp with mountains of the dead ; 

The Eang of men his reverend priest defy'd, 

And for tlie King's offence the people dy'^d. 

Declare^ O Goddess, what offended Power 
Enflamed their rage, in that UUomen^d hour; 

anger fatal, hapless 

Phoebus himself the dire debate procured, 

fierce 
T* avenge the wrongs his injured priest endured ; 
For this the God a dire infection spread. 
And heap*d the camp with millions of the dead : 
The King of Men the Sacred Sire defy'd. 
And for the King's offence the people dy*d. 

For Chryses sought with costly gifts to g^n 
His captive daughter from the Victor's chain ; 
SuppEant the venerable Father stands, 
Apollo's awful ensigns grace his hands ; 
By these he begs, and, lowly bending down. 
Extends the sceptre and the laurel crown. 

For Chryses sought by presents to regain 

costly ^ts to g^n 
His captive daughter from the Victor's chain ; 
Suppliant the venerable Father stands, 
Apollo*s awful ensigns graced his hands. 
By these he begs, and, lowly bending down 
The golden sceptre and the laurel crown. 
Presents the sceptre 
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For these as ensigns f^hu God he bdre. 
The God that tends his golden shqfis ^^btg 
Then low on earth, the venerable man, 
Supidknt before the brother kings began. 

He sued to all, but diief implored for grace, 
The iMiother kings of Atreus' royal nice; 
Ye kings and warriours, may your tows be caxivn'd. 
And Troy's proud walls lie levd with the ground ; 
May Jove restore you, when your toils are o'er, 
Safe to the pleasures oi your native dbore. 

To aU he sued, but chief implored for grace 

The brother kings of Atreus* royal race. 

Ye sons of Atreus, may your rows be crown'd. 

Kings and warriors 
Your labours, by the Gods be all your labours crofom'd; 
So may the Gods yoitt arms mth conquest bless^ 
And Tro3^s proud walls He level with the ground ; 
TiU laid , 

And cro/om your kUfoure mth deserved success ; 
May Jove restore yon> when your toils are o'or, 
Safe to the pleasures of your native shore. 

But, oh ! relieve a wretched parent's pain. 
And ^ve Chryseis to these arms again ; 
If mercy fail, yet let my present move. 
And dread aven^ng Phoebus, son of Jove. 

But, oil ! relieve a hapless parentis pahi. 
And give my daughter to tibe«6 arms again ; 
Receive my gifts; if mercy fails, yet let my present move. 
And &ar the God that deals his darts around, 
avenging Phoebus, son of Jove. 

The Greeks, in shouts, their joint assent declare 
The priest to reverence, and release the fair. 
Not so Atrides ; he, with kingly pride, 
Repulsed the sacred Sire, and thus rqply'd. 
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The father said^ the generous Greeks relent, 
T' accept the raiis<Hii^ and release the hit : 
Revere the priest, and speak their joint assent : 
Not 80 the tyrant, h», with kingly pride, 

Atrides 
Repulsed the sacred Sire, and thus reply'd. 

[Not so the tyrant. Dryden.J 

Of these lines, and of the whole first book, I am 
told that there was yet a former copy, more varied, 
and more deformed with interlineations. 

The beginning of the second book varies very 
little from the printed page, and is therefore set 
down without a parallel j the few differences do 
not require to be elaborately displayed, 

, Now pleasing sleep had seafd each mortal eye : 
StretchM in their taits the Grecian leaders He ; 
Th*" Immortals slumbered on their thrones al^ve. 
All but the ever-watchful eye of Jove# 
To honour Thetis^ son he bends his care, 
And plunge the Greeks in all the woes of war. 
Then bids an empty fdiantom rise to fight, 
And thus commands the vision of the night : 

directs 
Fly hence, ddunve dreatn, and, light aa air. 
To Agamemnon's royal tent repair ; 
Bid him in arms draw forth th' embattled train^ 
March all his legk^is to the dusty plain. 
N(m tell the king ^tis given him to destroy 
Dcdare ev'n nofw 
The lofty xudU of widMOLtended Troy; 

tow'rs 
For now no more the Gods with Fate contend; 
At Juno's suit the^ heavenly factions end. 
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Destruction hovers o^er yon devoted wall, 

hangs 
And nodding Ilium waits th"* impending fall. 

Invocation to the catalogue of ships. 

Say, Virgins, seated round the throne divine, 

All-knowing Goddesses ! immortal Nine ! 

Since Earth^s wide regions, Heaven's unmeasured height. 

And Hell'*s abyss, hide nothing firom your sight, 

(We, wretched mortals ! lost in doubts below, 

But guess by rumour, and but boast we know) 

Oh ! say what heroes, fired by thirst of fame. 

Or urged by wrongs, to Troy's destruction came ! 

To count them all, demands a thousand tongues, 

A throat of brass and adamantine lungs. 

Now, Virgin Goddesses, immortal Nine! 
That round Olympus' heavenly summit shine. 
Who see through Heaven and Earth, and Hell profound^ 
And all things know, and all things can resound ! 
Relate what armies sought the Trojan land, . 
What nations followed, and what chiefs command ; 
(For doubtful fame distracts mankind below. 
And nothing can we tell, and nothing know) 
Without your aid, to count th' unnumber*d train, 
A thousand mouths, a thousand tongues^ were vain. 

Book V. V. 1. 

But Pallas now Tydides' soul inspires. 
Fills with her force, and warms with all her fires : 
Above the Greeks his deathless fame to raise. 
And crown her heroe with distinguished praise, 
High on his helm celestial lightnings play. 
His beamy shield emits a living ray ; 
Th^ unwearied Uaze incessant streams suppUes, 
Like the red star that fires the autunmal skies. 

But Pallas now Tydides' soul inspires. 
Fills with her rage, and warms with all her fires ; 
force, 
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O'er all the Greeks decrees his fkme to raise^ 
Above the Greeks her tuarrior^s fame to raise^ 

his deathless 
And crown her hero with immortal praise : 

distinguished 
Bright from his beamy crest the light'nings play. 
High on helm 

From his broad buckle flash'd the living ray ; 
High on his helm celestial lightnings play. 
His beamy shield emits a living ray; 
The Goddess with her breath the flame supplies. 
Bright as the star whose fires in Autumn rise ; 
Her breath divine thick streaming flames supplies. 
Bright as the star that fires th' autumnal skies ; 
Th* unwearied blaze incessant stream supplies. 
Like the red star that fires th' autumnal skies. 

When first he rears his radiant orb to sight, 
And bathed in ocean shoots a keener light, 
Such glories Pallas on the chief bestowM, 
Such from his arms the fierce effulgence flowed ; 
Onward she drives him, furious to engage, 
Where the fight bums, and where the thickest rage. 

When fresh he rears his radiant orb to sight. 
And gilds old Ocean with a blaze of light. 
Bright as the star that fires the autumnal i^ies. 
Fresh from the deep, and gilds the seas and skies : 
Such glories Pallas on her chief bestow'd. 
Such sparkling rays from his bright armour flow'd. 
Such frwn his arms the fierce eflWgence flow'd ; 
Onward she drives him headlong to engage, 

furious 
Where the xinar bleeds, and where thejlercest rage* 
fight bums thickest 

The sons of Dares first the combat sought, 
A wealthy priest, but rich without a fault ; 
In Vulcan^s fane the father's days were led. 
The sons to toils of glorious battle bred ; 
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Then Hred a Trojan-^^Dares was Ms name. 
The priest of Vulcan, rkh, yet Toid of blame ; 
The sons of Dares first the ootnbat sought, 
A wealthy ^priest, but rich without a fiiult. 

Conclusion of Book VIII. v, 687. 

As when the moon, refulgent lamp of night, 
O^er Heaven's clear azure spreads her sacred light ; 
When not a breath disturbs the deep serene. 
And not a cloud overcasts the solemn scene ; 
Around her throne the vivid planets roll. 
And stars unnumber'*d ^d the glowing pole : 
O'er the dark trees a ycdlower verdure shed. 
And tip with silver every mountain's head : 
Then shine the vales — the rocks in prospect rise, 
A flood of glory bursts from all the skies ; 
The conscious swains, rejoicing in the sight. 
Eye the blue vault, and bless the useful hght. 
So many flames before proud IHon blaze, 
And lighten glimmering Xanthus with her rays; 
The long reflections of the distant fires 
Gleam on the walls, and tremble on the sfnres : 
A thousand piles the dusky horrors gild. 
And shoot a shady lustre o'er the field ; 
Full fifty guards each flaming pile attend, 
Whose umber'd arms by fits thick flashes send ; 
Loud neigh the coursers o'er their heaps of com, 
And ardent warriors wait the rising mom. 

As when in stillness of the isilent night. 
Ad when the moon in all her lustre bright. 
As when the moon, refulgent lamp of night. 
O'er Heavm's clear asure sheda her sUver Hght; 

pure spreads sacred 
As itin in air the trembling lustre stood, 
And o'er its golden border «hoots a flood; 
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When no hose gale disturbs the deep Be^ne, 

not a breath 
And no dim cloud o'ercasts the solemn scene ; ^ 

not a 
Around her silver throne the planets glow. 
And stars unnumber'd trembling beams bestow; 
Around her throne the vivid planets roll. 
And stars unnumber'd gild the glowing pole : 
Clear gleams of light o'er the dark trees are seen, 

o'er the dark trees a yellow sheds, 
O'er the dark trees a yellower green they shed, 

gleam 
verdure 
And tip with silver all the mountain heads 

forest 
. And tip with silver every mountain's head. 
The valleys open, and the forests rise. 
The vales appear, the rocks in prospect rise. 
Then shine the vales, the rocks in prospect rise. 
All nature stands reveal*d b^re our eyes; 
A flood of glory bursts from all the skies. 
The conscious shepherd, joyful at the sight. 
Eyes the blue vault, and numbers every light. 
The conscious stvaim rejoicing ai the sight, 

shepherds gazing with delight 
Eye the blue vault, and bless the vivid light, 

glorious 
useful 
So many flames before the navy blaze, 

proud Ilion 
And lighten glimmering Xanthus with their rays. 
Wide o'er the fields to Troy extend the gleams. 
And tip the distant spires with fainter beams; 
The Icmg reflections of the distant fires 
Gild the high walls, and tremble on the spires ; 
Gleam on the woUs, and tremble on the spires; 
A thousand fireft at distant stations bright. 
Gild the dark prospect, and dispel the night. 

Of these specimens every man who has cultivated 
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poetry, or who delights to trace the mind from the 
rudeness of its first conceptions to the elegance of 
its last, will naturally desire a great number; but 
most other readers are already tired, and I am not 
writing only to poets and philosophers. 

The " Iliad*' was published volume by volume, 
as the translation proceeded : the four first books 
appeared in 1715. The expectation of this work 
was undoubtedly high, and every man who had 
connected his name with criticism, or poetry, was 
desirous of such intelligence as might enable him 
to talk upon the popular topick. Halifax, who, 
by having been first a poet, and then a patron of 
poetry, had acquired the right of being a judge, 
was willing to hear some books while they were 
yet unpublished. Of this rehearsal Pope after- 
wards gave the following account*: 

" The famous Lord Halifax was rather a pre- 
tender to taste than really possessed of it. — When 
I had finished the two or three first books of my 
translation of the " Iliad," that Lord desired to 
have the pleasure of hearing them read at his 
house — Addison, Congreve, and Garth, were there 
at the reading. In four or five places, Lord Hali- 
fax stopt me very civilly, and with a speech each 
time of much the same kind, * I beg your pardon, 
Mr. Pope ; but there is something in that passage 
that does not quite please me. Be so good as to 
mark the place, and consider it a little at your 
leisure*. I am sure you can give it a little turn.* 
— I returned firom Lord Halifax's with Dr. Garth, 

* Spence. 
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io his chariot ; and, as we were going along, was 
saying to the Doctor, that my Lord had laid me 
under a great deal of difficulty by such loose and 
general observations ; that I had been thinking 
over the passages almost ever since, and could not 
guess at what it was that offended his Lordship in 
either of them. Garth laughed heartily at my 
embarrassment : said, I had not been long enough 
acquainted with Lord Halifax to know his way 
yet ; that I need not puzzle myself about looking 
those places over and over when I got home. 
^ AH you need do (says he) is to leave them just 
as they are j call on Lord Halifax two or thr.ee 
months hence, thank him for his kind observations 
on those passages, and then read them to him as 
altered. I have known him much longer than you 
have, and will be answerable for the event.' I 
followed his advice ; waited on Lord Halifax some 
time after ; said, I hoped he would find his objec- 
tions to those passages removed; read them to 
him exactly as they were at first : and his Lord^ 
ship was extremely pleased with them, and cried 
out, * Ay, now they are perfectly right : nothing 
can be better.' '* 

It is seldom that the great or the wise suspect 
that they are despised or cheated. . Halifax, think- 
ing this a lucky opportunity of securing immor- 
tality, made some advances of favour and some 
overtures of advantage to Pope, which he seems 
to have received with sullen coldness. All our 
knowledge of this transaction is derived from a 
single letter (Dec. 1, 1714), in which Pope says, 
" I am obliged to you, both for the favours you 
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have dcme me, and those you mtend me. I disw 
trust neither your will nor your memory, when it 
is to do good; and if I ever become troublesome 
or solicitous, it must not be out of expectation, 
but out of gratitude. Your Lordship may cause 
me to live agreeably in the town, or contentedly 
in the country, which is really all the difference I 
set between an easy fortune and a small one« It 
is indeed a high strain of generosity in you to 
think of making me easy all my life, only because 
I have been so happy as to divert you some fev 
hours: but, if I may have leave to add it is be- 
cause you think me no enemy to my native coun-^ 
try, there will appear a better reason ; for I must 
of consequence be very much (as I sincerely am) 
yours, &c.** 

These voluntary offers, and this feint accepts 
ance, ended without effect. The patron was not 
accustomed to such frigid gratitude ; and the poet 
fed his own pride with the dignity of independ- 
ence. They probably were suspicious of ^ch 
other. Pope would not dedicate till he saw at 
what rate his praise was valued; he would be 
" troublesome out of gratitude, not expectation**' , 
Halifax thought himself entitled to confidence ; 
and would give nothing, unless he knew what he 
should receive* Their commerce had its begin^ 
ning in hope of praise on one side, and of money 
on the other^ and ended because Pope was l&as 
eager of money than Halifax of praise. It is not 
likely that Halifax had any personal benevolence 
to Pc^; it b evident that Pope looked on Halifax 
with scorn and hatred. ^ 
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The reputation of this great work failed of gain- 
ing him a patron ; but it deprived him of ^ friend. 
Addison and he were now at the head of poetry 
and criticism ; and both in such a state of eleva- 
tion, that, like the two rivals in the Roman state, 
one could no longer bear an equal, nor the other 
a superior. Of the gradual abatement of kindness 
between friends, the beginning is often scarcely 
discernible to themselves, and the process is con- 
tinued by petty provocations, and incivilities some- 
times peevishly returned, and sometiflies con- 
temptuously neglected, which would escape all 
attention but that of pride, and drop from any 
memory but that of resentment. That the quarrel 
of these two wits should be minutely deduced, ig 
not to be expected from a writer to whom, as 
Homer says, " nothing but rumour has reached, 
and who has no personal knowledge." 

Pope doubtless approached Addison, when tb« 
reputation of their wit first brought them together, 
with the respect due to a man whose abilities were 
acknowledged, and who, having attained that ^mi* 
nence to which he was himself aspiring, had in his 
hands the distribution of literary fame. He paid 
court with suflBcient diligence by his Prologue to 
** Cato,** by his abuse of Dennis, and with praise 
yet more direct, by his poem on the •* Dialogues 
on Medals,** of which the immediate publication 
was then intended. In all this there was no hy- 
poo-isy ; for he confessed that he found in Addison 
4M)methi]3g more pleasing than in any other man. 

It may be supposed, that as Pope saw himself 
fiivmired by the world, and more frequently com- 



96 popjE. 

pared his own powers with ihp^e of ptjiers, hk 
confidence increased, and bis^ubi?3iissxoa Je^sen^^, ^ 
and that Addison felt np dejight from the a^K^ces 
of a joujog )vit, who might S9pn. cpntepdj>^ith,J}i||j, . 
for the highest placCf Every great man, of what- 
ever kind be\hi^ greatness, .l^as, among his fri^i?id? . 
those who officiously,, or insidipusly, quick^ hi^^ 
attention to offences, heighten his^ d^^^^^5'«i ^!S4' 
stimulate his resentment. Of such adherents ,Af^7. 
dison doubtless had, manyj and ?ope was now tQp 
high to be without them. 

From the emission and reception of the Pro^ 
posals for the " Hiad,'' the kindness, of Addisou 
seems to have abated. Jervas the. painter once 
pleased himself (Aug. 20, 1714) with imagining 
that he had re-established their friendship.; ajad 
wrote to Pope that Addison once suspected hii^ 
of too close a confederacy with Swift, but ;wi^s now . 
satisfied with his conduct. To this Pope an^wei^ecj^, ; 
a week after, that his engagements to. Swift jsj^erg.. 
such as his, services in regard to the aubscrjpti^Qj^ 
demanded, and that the Tories never put him 
under the necessity of asking leave to be gr^^t^fpL. 
" But,'* says he, "as Mr. Addison toust bei^.th^. . 
judge in what regards himself, ^nd seem§ tq %FJ^v;4 
no very just one m regard to, me, ,so^ J njyst,^ow|]( f . 
to you I expect nothirig'but civility ifrgni him,//. 

In the same letter he, m'^ntiqhsPhiljp^A/^^ ^^^^^•^'?^o 
been busy, to kindle ariiixiositv betwaen^theq?^; Ji^^^^ 
m a letter to^Addis9|i^^Re^.^xpr6^^^,^(^^ .c^i^^, 
sciousnes? ofbeI)aVipui^^jpaJt^pJiv^^l|j^^ 

respect. •■ ,, , .. ,.V, , .\r ^-r ? ],- ■■ w-- rr- •■-; 

Of Swift's indu%r)^;m |rom^!t]flg, t^f fi^^cy;^^ ] 
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tion there reiuiuna ike testimony of Kennet, no 
fiiend to either him or Pope. 

" Nov. 2, 171s, Dr. Swift came into the coffee- 
house, and had a bow from every body but me, 
who, I confess, could not but despiw him. When 
I came to the antechamber to wait, before prayers. 
Dr. Swift was the principal man of talk and busi- 
ness, and acted as master of requests. Then he 
instructed a young m)bleman that the best Poet in 
England was Mr. Pope (a papist), who had begun 
a translation of Homer into English verse, for 
which he must have them all subscribe ; for, says 
he, the author shall not begin to print till I have 
a thousand guineas for him." 

About this time it is Ukely that Steele, who was, 
with all his political fury, good-natured and offi- 
cious, procured an interview between these angry 
rivals, which ended in aggravated malevolence^ 
On this occasion, if the reports be true. Pope made 
his complaint with frankness and spirit, as st man 
undeservedly neglected or opposed ; and Addison 
affected a contemptuous unconcern, and, in a calm 
even voice, reproached Pc^ with his vanity, and, 
telling him of the improvements which his early 
works had received from his own remarks and 
those of Steele, said, that he, being now engaged 
in publick business, had no longer any care for his 
poetical reputation: nor had any other deure, 
imh r^ard to Pc^, thaxi that he should not, by 
too much arrogance, alienate the publick. 

To this Pope is nsAd to have replied with great 
keenness and severity, upbraiding Addison with 
pet petusd depmdaiice, and with the aboae of tho^e 

VOL. III. H 
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qualifications which he had Obtained at the pf^iblk^ 
cost, and charging him with nabeaa end^voursi to 
obstruct the progress of rising iperit. The <;on- 
test rose so high, that they parted at la^ withoot 
any interchange of civility." 
. The first volume of ** Homer" was (1715) in 
time published ; and a rival version of the first 
♦* lUad,'* for rivals the time of their appearance 
inevitably made them, was immediately printed, 
with the name of Tickell. It was soon perceived 
that, among the followers of Addison, Tickell had 
the preference, and the criticks and poets divided 
into factions. " I,** says Pope, " have the town, 
that is, the mob, on my side ; but it is not woh 
comoKHa for the smaller party to supply by in- 
dustry what it wants in numbers. I appeal to the 
people as my rightful judges, and, while they aye 
not inclined to condemn me, shall not £e^T. the 
higlhflyers at Button's/* This opposition he im* 
mediately imputed to Addison, and complained of 
it m terms sufficiently resentful to Cr^gs, thek 
commcm friends 

When Addison's opinion was asked, he declaised 
the versions to be both good, but Tickell's the 
best that had ever been written ; and sometimes 
saidy that they were both good, but that Ticki^ 
h^.more of *^ Homer.'* 

P^pe wa9 now sufficiently irritated ; his rqHita* 
ti^n tmd his interest wece ^t hazard. He once 
intended to print together the four versions of 
Drydeij,.M«ynwaring,,Pope, and Tickell, that they 
nnght be readily compared, and fairly estimated; 
This design seems to have been defeated by the 
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^eftrsat »f i^oAmi,' ip^o Urii the- ^Iro^rtetoi- of th* 

fojffe'intettdefl, de^ofhei'titte, & tigoroiTs cri- 
ticiiin 'of-Tidk^l'^' tthti^f^iiW, md had' ftiarked ai 
Copy, which i have seen.'in'siH'phices thiit appealed 
defedtye. 'But, ^hll^he ^Ss th^ismedimtifl^ d^- 
feffcef 6^ ^veti^e,- ftik adv^rfeaty suiik'beftwe hiirf 
^tfrolWa Wbw;' ihe'fbice 6f tfife-ptibllfek'^^a^ not 
lotfgdK^ided; aird tfife ffretfei'fence iirih^ersa'% giveri 
to'Pbpe's perfoi'ttfM6e. 

He\*'a^ccftiviTie6d, by adding otte cii^uAiifetariciS 
to another; that the other translatJoii ifH the ^Oi'fc 
of Addisbii him^felf y btitrtf he kiie^ itifi Ad^son's 
lifetime, it &oei hot appeaf that he told ii Sel left 
his illustridus antagtwist <6 bepuni^ed by -^hat 
Ms beeri fcoftiitlei'ed as the ftidit p&iAM of a51 f et 
flections—thti rdittetribi'afnce of a' erittte -peYpel^ai^d 
iWVaitt. 

The Othe* dtcirthtstaiiCesf of t*feir ([liairM #E!*i 
tihus I'Alated b»f l»ope*< - 

♦< KiiKps seemed IJiy BaVe iteen- tmebilragM td 
aftuse itte in coffee-housed, arid corivertatibiiS : jthtt 
Glldbri-vfrtote a- filing abotif WycheHey; in whiCft 
he had abused bolb ihe arid Aiy.relattioiiS? i«ik^ 
g¥C>8Sly. L6td' Warwick hftflself 'toh* me otte day, 
ihAtk-^is ih V^aittfar me>toeriaea(Vdar t<>btf#fefl 
with Mr. AddSoii'; that Ki3'jddlWi^ tettipief xv^dtiM 
•^ete* jtdttilt <tf' af aettM'^Hfendship b^A^'eW' iii: 
attd, ^ Cbfl'^ince^ rhe i6>f^hjrt*e had'^i8;trfs6U*ed 
thy, tkit itdtti^ort Had'-^cMi-aged GiM(in t« fnU 
lish thtwe scandals, aricjh Ad'giv'eii fcite i«* guineas 

* Sj)ence. 
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after they wevt publsdMcL ' Xlie neaetdayv *whild 
was heated N^ith whatilibaid;beiurd|.I.wrQtb 1 letter 
to Mr. Adittfifm^ ttx.tet>itii»jkuaw(thfl;t>i(wnsAiot 

1 waftitoi^i^ftfe) s^6yi^yipf l)im?ia,*e1alrolJSo» h$d4 
should n9ti&)9ii&> su<tho^ du^rwa^jiithai: Ire^ofihi 
ratheu tftHjltirt)rihi<bsW;»fjw^jdfi)hii5i^ 

something tiia^jt^ jgaiiciwiiigoniaBiie' jq : I tiieniiadf 
join(idf^firflt^iiket€^j0j^)whad»(has.8in»de bem£<»Edi|e(i 
iay^sa^:^QiifAdd$8aQ^ rJJ^diViddisqHilisedmeitttqjr 
civiliy i.e Van after f/^.". ::f;:n o''.«!t itifh bun .f'oBot 
• * < IFh&TYferseSf 00 AddkOix^ wfato Ahey vi^fd t leieni to 
Autofbudy, ^eteoontid^red) byohixA ^'^i the^ moM 
ea^celleiit o£^£o{)e's > ^arfonatafaoes 4> and tKfe wicitef 
mtfibdi^^s^ iinceiiektiierR^ Ti^eM hto^tv^iigtfail^ 
lMifetpB8attQai»]^t(Ki'emaiiiutii^^ v^ J * ^.v h 

s frhia3j^ea«?v (ll715)f beings by^ tike ^ssEibsdipMitm'/ 

hk> £sfche&4ie MUttheonedtalb^Qii^iBlfittkl? Infet jnliu 
chased, I think only for his life; Jtjiatohbdbsi'Jafe 
'j^^ilihain^f ilol ivhiehl Kid assidfaiic&ikftekviralMs 
f ltQ0^redmck><n9J$h to^9bl!atio9i| ahdifstiiturfe^^ltfafo 
tbf^ WiUtb*bwiatbep)imd iiiathwar: o.vo oif; ( . , = ) 
i Hereby ptojted'Ac ivines/andthe'quiniiuiixi 
Yt]^bf bi0!(yqrae«i)tKientiGb& ^i and jbeingxand^D the* 
n^S^mit^^ of t making taiteabtenradeeuB^^passa^ to a* 
gi^i^ i$n /itl>& ^otJier> fiik&) oft 6be! lioad^ 1 he t adK)^ 
ijglt^hi£«»9ikfj)tfdi6a/ian4 digtiificd itiwith ttiie title 
Q^Iliigrotto'^r a iddodrof '^eace Und retireJKt, from 

VlnBTOV^^OMoT J)')1toil 0/£f1 V'jrt^ Ki.rlV lw.» ^V/iMl-i 

nica, last edit. 
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which he endeavoured to persuade hi» friends and 
hiinselfthat cairefr affid passiom could be excluded. 

A gfotitdii^ tn6t oftenf the wish or pleasure of an 
fingUshneian] ^o h^ mor^ frequent need to solicit 
than e(xblirdethe>6»n;' butPope'^ excavation was I 
reqaiiAtk as an entrance to his garden; and, as 
iome nien try to be prood of their defects, he ex- 
tiradt^ dn brnament from an inconvenience, and 
vaaity produced a^grottowhere necessity enforced 
a passage* lAmaj be frequently remarked of the 
studious ^andi spedulative, that they are proud of 
trifles, and that their amusements seem frivolous 
and childish : whether it be that men, conscious 
o£ > great reputation^ think themselves above the 
seaoboffdeftsur^^nd.safe in the admission of neg- 
V06nt;wddgenC6a^i<6r thai: mankind expect from 
elevated genwi^ ^iimifoirmiiy of gretU^ness, and 
watel^ tits degradation with malicious wonder ; Hke 
bifid twhoi^. ^ving foUawed with his ^e an eagle 
int<^ tbe dU)U4ki> should lament that she ever de- 
8eended)to a peirolu 

While tiie volumes of his ^* Htwner** were an* 
xiiially > pufa}ithbd4> be cdlected his former works 
(I717) into one quarto Volume, to which ho pre- 
fixed a preface^ (amtten witb>^reat spriteHness 
and eteganc^^iwibicthiwa^ after wsfds^repnnted, With 
tt>me ^j^assagesi subjoined tiiat ;be at first o}nitted*r 
(tthenJiiargifa^I AddiAl<(ii& of the same J<ind he^kiade 
kttko^htm^diiiia&siaf'^iB ^emsi ViBe^Aeit r^niarks; 
thsAipQd^hm half d^iii^rai8e^>b^ains^cthema»ddr 
knows not what they have blotted. Pope's voracity 
o£fifA0i6 (t^MfgbA ^im. ti»ei wttofi^btajifiing tbe^at- 



icmnuUted hofioar, !)6tJ» of ^Wftiht hbd poblfeKfid, 
and'ofwhkt he had siijipr^ssfed.' ' ^^ ' '^^ -^ 

In t|iis^year his fathef- died ' suddenly/ ki hiij 
geveqity^fiifth year, having' passed tt^enty-mtteyt»l* 
in priv^acy. ' He is notknoWn but bjr tihe chari^l^ 
which his son has giVeki him; If thb inoney'l^rHii 
which he Wtirei was all gtotttti by hfmsdft h^liad 
traded v^ry' successfully In times Wbeti iti«(iden 
riches were' rately attaitiablte. : . ; . .., 

The publication of thd " Iliad '^ wals at last cotoi- 
pleted in I72O. The splendor and sttccess of this 
wdrU raised Pope many (enemies, that end^ivoui^fesd 
to depreciate his abilities, " Burriet, Wfro' wAS aft6i> 
wards a jbdge of no nleah reputation, -censured him 
in a piece called ** Homerides** before it t^aS pub- 
lished. Ducket likewise endeavoured to make him 
ridiculous. Dennis was the perpetoal persecute 
of all his studies. But, wheev€fr his critickfetwrej 
their writings are lost; and th^ names, which ^^ 
preserved, are presei'ved in the ** Dunciad.^' 

In this disastrous year (I72O) of national ia*- 
fatuation, when more riches than? P^ru- can boast 
w^re expected from (he tSouth Sea, Ivhon the con- 
tagion of avarice tainted every mind, and even 
popts panted after wealth, Pc^ was seized Wifefe 
the universal passion, arid ventured some of hi^ 
money. The stock rose in its price ; and for ^ 
whUe he tliought himself the lord of thousand^, 
But this dream of happiness did not last long ; 
and he seems to have wak^d soon enough to g0fe 
clear with the loss of what he once thought himaelf 
to have won^ and perhaps not wholly of that. 
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j)]>I«X4;y#afi.hppp|^4^^d 3<i^9?^,9t poems of his 
friend Dr; Parnell, i^ith,a,xpry plega^tjJC^^^^ 
taitlwEw^QfQ^f<w:4j wfep^pft^ra^^jliis^^^^ 
W^^ims^fhii^m^i liy^^ ^^rkw^W^^^M^ render 
i)m>iwmj^ ^yicf^xioi^^JB^^pu^ ^^o c^qj^U take 

J, Kb* ^^y^p^he. w^? ,y^ar, {l%^i\^^^ edition of 
^* , ,§bakspe^^3^/*- , , , His , pajpe, w^s^ ^ajv p^ po, much 
authority, that Tonsq^ tjifqught. hiipp^jjf entitled, 
byf^pp^ij>g4t„to 4eipand,a auWcript^qof six gui- 
neasi^foi: Shakspj9§r€i'$.pjays in six quarto volumes j 
mf^i^ im .e^pectatjioanmch deceive him ; for, 
i)f .8iev^Q/bwndre4. ftwd fifty w^ich h^ printed, he 
dispersed, a, gi?eat ijurobey ^% tlxe price ^ proposed- 
Tb^ r^ul^atipa of tba,t editiqu indeed sunk after- 
Wftrds m iow, t^toiie hundred wd fo^jty copies 
mm§ ^d at ^ixte^en shiUiflg;^ each. . 

: On this-wdeTtal^ing, io which Pope w^ iod^ced 
liy a reward qf two^^^Ojdred ^nd seventeen pounds 
twelve .3hiUiBg?» he ^^m$ »eyer to have reflected 
idpterw^dp wit|iQ(^t vexation ; for Theobald, a man 
!of bea,vy .diljig^iw^ witb very ^lender powers, first, 
in a bo^-fl»Ued *' ShaH^^^re Jlj^^tored/* and t^hen 
in a forjjaal edition, ^Qtecte^ ¥^ deficiencies, with 
all the insolemse of victory j and as he was noyf 
high enough to bie feared ^nd hatied, Theobald h^ 
from others all the help th?it could be suppliedi^bx 
the desire of humblipg 9. haughty eharactqr. 

From thii time Pope bec^m^ an eneujy to editor^, 
•eoUatersj commentators, »n^ v^v\^^ criticks ; f^nd 
Jioped to persuade the. world, .that Ije mi9jca?ried ^m 
this undeirtifi^ing^^ly. by paving, ^.mifld too gre^ 
for such minute employment. 



Popein his edition undpubtedly did. i»any things 

"wrpnftijaod left mary t,liings juudonc j but let. him 

not be defrauded of hi« due praise. .He. was the 

nest .that KneWf at least the iir;st that told, by what 

kelps'ine tex^t niight be improved. If he inspected 

tne early^ eip^tipns neghgei?tly, be itaught pthers to 

^pi|por^^a^c,tira^ti > Jo hisJPref^bc*, he expoo^ed 

^witn ipreat jSkill and elegance the character iV»bich 

had been given of Shakspeareby Drydeu; and he 

dre\v the.publick attention upon his. works, which, 

til oil gh often rneotipJied, had been littje reacUt«<9:i 

' Soon after the appearance of the " Iliad," re- 

.:soIvingnot to let the[gei(icral kindness cool, faepub- 

^ h^he4 proposals (for a translation of the " Odyssey," 

in five volumes, for five g^ui^eas. . Ue<wa8twiJ)ing, 

te^ WfiPB^t JPJ>!iYf ^J^pi«te8.W Wl kboW^teing 

'n.nT]?Iofe P.^^'^i? (Wf^f^iPf. WBgo<*«tr.bej,h»d 
* " translated" .|he/f,P4ysfi^,;iv^b!Bfca«l s^id-ofl^e 

liroP*^*!'!^ ,9^.?.(!t^(M h^,(Voijndet*akBn" a 
. ,t^.^p^|»{ion,^,^§ji(n,|^d?|rpposal8t fcbe,9ubiwrip«ibn 
- jj^.sai'dj 1i9ii^Qn^ll jSftl^ fpriMp>Wftt^ei ibittifiM' t&at 
n§|rio to ^, :!^».§P«?4fif»*»§!t)%>5e^ *s«$tedt Wmi 4n 

.Y^;lte?^fti^J? !ftfeW^»i^^d^»n tiWsia«ir.T«r. 
YV???6iM'?ifP^?5?4Tfe^^e.rt#,fcQnl^.Mthefraemo. 

nMft.^4#;Wfffi#*^iM3ry» Wi*^ >l»bw» hefciid 

ence. |jt|ftfbj|f»o|?^.Mi§l«bbflefl9iwm4ndlB^ 
,^^ij?%^y„9f^ ^Bi5t»,i3W»typ]^r«i»yv irtlhope 
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ffiiAritiW'tAat diiTmdt much recommend Hts prin- 
H^^Bff (ft^his jtr'd^eht.' JtH' qtiestions'an J projects 
Jftii'fe^Aiilit^, th^y agrfecil bettor. He wiis called at 
^*tte^Si ^ give an iicc-6ymt bf Atterbury*s 'domes- 
'>ligl?4i!fel'at(^ pfiVaie ertipVoyment, that it might 
^•ajwesf^fiow little tfrne He had Itft' fdf||riotsl"'''pdpe 
»ihHa''b«*yew words to utter, 'hWd lii'^'tKijse'if^w lie 
f>iibfle sfe»&hil blunders. ' ' '[ 

-<«byslM' "^ i«'i^ hb^miy iW'thi^'^oMlhlftT^ay 

3"i'^fi|h«l«*Ol4^^" Pope translated only twelve 
»8ftii4te^tlbe'^f"\Wire the work of Broome and 
"#«HiriJ3fifti*!t<«tei#er& written wholly by Broome, 
;Mh6 i»a8 iife«>»V%!p4Iberally rewarded. The publick 

1vas<Saifefiflly'kept'%norant of the several shares; 
'afld'JanJftdioultt^wbs subjoined at the conclusion, 

which'!* totfW-kiffttWn not to be'triie. 

i- The firiffcopy^f* 'P6pi^i%66ks, With'^ihbU of 

•iFttttOttjiare'tU hfe^afeetim'thfe'Mliseum; ' THe ^arts 

t -df PoiAydr«l«fe3ittteH!fc\6d th^ti''the"*"lliady* aid 

nthe'ktt^bo^S'of the'<*IHkl" lesith^ Mfcrri'^r. 

He grew dexterous by practice, and ^e^i^ ^fieet 

• -TheTboWkfe of ^Fftnbnl hli»fe'Vfe*r^f^'iJl!fefalidfty'!>y 

bjtjkefeand <# Vdp^r 'Tbbs^ iA'Bttilciirti'e WVe'iioiili^fen 

' found v*ttt>Poi»eticlm'plaairf, as it'isTlEl^ftetot^^^ 

M His c««*i)««tWfh llStHflD^; Was the same as for the 
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*^ Iliad/^ Except that t)iily«ne hundred .paw»4^w^» / 
tohe p^idih-im for^each voluroe<. Hi^ numh^Vxt^ 
sBb^cvihemMexei&VB burldi?cd and ^ventyrfour^ 
andof cppies jeight hmidatedjandininetdeHi^t^Qi^M 
his profit^ when hd had paid <bis a$ai$^tSy tf a^Mi)^ 
very considerable, The work was (fiijiafeed in rllTiSk?^ 
anditomith^tiiipfeihe resolved 4:a]i^H^^ mbre 
translations, -'j/-' ; ;, ; j.:- ,- .j.;,t. -".' ; .-. r fxl 

The sale did not answ^or I^mtot's^xpeQtfktiOQ^ 
aiid be then pretended tadiscxnrer something- <)f a 
fraud in Pope, and comm€tn€ediOr threatened a.imn% 
in Chancery; .: . . , 

On the English " Odyssey*^ a critioism iWaa puybt 
lished by Spence, at that time Prelector of Poetry 
at Oxford; a man whose learning. was iwt very 
great, and whose mind was not very powerful, Mia 
criticism, hawever, was comnionly just; what he 
thought, he thought rightly ; and his remarks \mm 
recommended by his coolness and candour. In him 
]Pope bad the first experience of a critick without 
malevolence, who thought it as miich his duty to 
display beauties as expose foialts j whof. oenwE^ 
wdth resp^t, and praised with alacrity.- 

A^ith this Criticism \ P4>pe was so little offended# 

tfeit he sough4J ithe^aequaintaiice of -the -wiitei^ 

Wh<> Kvea witb bJm firo^m^ thatftime in great femi> 

iiirity, attended himiin hi^ last hours, and cem* 

riled memorials of his conversation. The regard 

*f PopJ3 recommended him to the great and power* 

jRi! ; and he obtained very valuable prefermeats ki 

<ai*f Cliurch. 

^ -Not long afttery Pope was'i'etuming home £rom>a 
Vi^ in ^ friend's cbach, ^hich, in passing a bridge. 



VfiiJi'oi^tmVi^mto the water ;j the isdndoAvS) were 
(^3@d, andy being unable to force them cfien^ h^ 
w^ in danger ^iivbmndiate deitb^ when theposr 
lilibn'^natoh^'hiiii'Ouit byiiicr^ak^ig thq gldss^)o£ 
#hicbithe fr^^nents^cut^t^o^of bis finger^, in ^qidbi 
ft toaiiiie^, thafcihel^st their use,. ; >/i'.? 

V Voltaire^ J^tfha^was* theai in England^* sent hiuna. 
Letter of Consolation. He had been enterttujiecl 
|jy 'pope at'his' tabletr ivhere he talked with go miieh 
grosanessy that Mrsy Pope was. driyen from th^ 
fom^ Pope^ discover^ed, by^a trick, that he ww^ at 
spy for the Court, and never considered hita ^.a 
i»aniWOi?thy.of a>fifideB^e.. > . . ? 

-He soon iift^rwards (I727) Joined with Swiift^ 
^howas the^in EiBrgUn4 topiAUsh three volumea 
of Hi^oellani^es^ in wbiehf imoogst other thio^ 
Ji0 iliserted the ^^Memoii's of ^ Paiish ClerV in 
piidtcule of Bami^tfsdimporta»ce m bis owp JJi&torjr^ 
find a'" Debate upou-Bbekand White JJ(>r^e§,*! 
written in all the formalities of a legal profiesi^.lpy 
the assistancev^s i& said^ gfltMT.FortQscAtf; after- 
wards Master pf the* IM^s*^ Before" these Mi^^ 
cellaqies is a preface signed by Swift *nd Popoi 
but apparently wfitte^ by P4>peij ia which be ip^jkes 
arridioulQiis ^nd TomiwitiQk complaint of tji^e figj^ 
heriestconsraitted upqu attthor%i% the c49.i?destiRd 
seizure and sale i)^ tlwir j p?j)^rs. .,|J? tell^, .^o 
tcagi^k »traips> hew ^.' the pgbiwt^pf th^ sijc?ki ap 
the clpsetft of ti^e de^haw b^en bi:Qkeft open an 
5?ti?a*qked;;'' as if th(S»e yiolepQ^ v^re oftf^ncfm^ 
mitted for papers of uncertain and accidental val^ft^ 

wh^lR are ^i^^ynpim^feia* b^ re4 tpea#ures j, as if 
egigCfttta i^i«^a80^s; WQJ^ iR; dw^gec wb«ye^ gold 
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ax^ diltmonda ar^ safe. A cat hunted for bis mask 
i?,, ;$4C(33ffdiDg tOf Pojie's aocoiraie^ but :the embli^fift 
9fiH».\j^.mridedib^fbobkftBlleKLj ;» - u - ' ' <[^ 
^j.Hifti^oinplauitiyboi^eBer^ received sbifae'atteStal 
ti(Wt^ifi9JfJthe>6Hftie \3?«ar itbe letters- >w^i(teii hf- 
>iiift ifPi^«.//Grttiw6U iii ;his /y.oii4h^:iypre l^rid !bf 

tajtife^s^fiM^e^nids; .was, fimfe.pikbiiihfed tM 
'■I'Aift ^^nfciifgfolP<teti^y/*:whibh,ib3rsuch a traAi 
Q6P98SWftU/^«fe*^ i^f MfitfiJly >p»i:fes^ in litetaury. ^uw*. 
rels, gave in a shorfc tune, acoar^ng to Pope^g 
a^f^Rpti IftP^ra tQi the 5^ Dun^iacL^* ' < I 

ii JnjilSft iMJotwiBg 55€ar; (1728) = h& bpgaii' to put 
Attl^i*hji|)^^(^. .adv^be in practice; .aiidi B^owBd> Iub 
sjytiri(»l ipqewfep by {jublishing the f * DuhciaA/^ ybmje 
c^>Jiig[gfQlM3l8ft]<fn4t most dbborate pepformfmces^ 
id [whi9h)btf 6Dd^ay:ouired t^ sink intp conte-olpt aU 
theawritem by whom he.hadbeed attaieked, and 
sQgp^[fA^3r:wh<tjrofbe-t^^ imaMe to dtfend 
themselves. . ' .t i -, . ». ^ , 

/Atathm hp^. of itfcOijDiincefi the pkioed ^pckyr 
Tb^obdldy w<hiom>ib$cticcusQdje£tiiigKfftitude^ bdt 
whQg^ reld'teraftftMagiitappQafi^ 
r^i^^]'*a§bfifc«jeai»rf tooic AiapJjilytAhflnlhimiefK*. 
TM^ lStU'(^b^dI*hfe«reflfeelIjriii(dh()herribiten^ 
blasting the charactejea^icji bbbmched.,;!A^ph$r'( 
w^«^l8[|IMf^J§^l3?tJb$f QSfA^^ itolftb.tliiaflfcdy^ 
a ^fet3ed»i ^xSiiV^qiitnti ekKtioa^jeonipkaiedi 4fli^q 
foffii^ftf aiP<5b^^aalittI dMgQteMfgjt^ls^iB®^ aavtha/L 
boii^t^bto had w^rlbii^iabyiciqn^deofle^iiijJiiseB 
C2^Mteit)&rfi 10 %Hoibx;a arii 'to o?ii)r>y;T * .'t raorii 

sEb€oJ)^fiHiJdMS»q^dAislpofemtl»aS graduaJtaiidt^ 
sldwri 'Ihea^bsip^^ifmotewbdily.'nsyiq ivixb little) im^i 
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l^ailQta^' r^UirBdli^ifHtcadoiFi'^ 
expressed only by tbe>Ihkifed(jdh4cfifaaM0t«et«i'ali(i',' 
ifLth^/hedi(tefeBvpriHte4 3at *«^thiii*^re<>m«i 
£t^ hAAiknomiitB\ recbllected/Hil%eUiibjiedt its^ 

concern taikikbirJtMt(4>ml w ili^e^^e^l^lO^wg^^ 
(kitilcfeg(iiflctjiordbife,i^t4)ad>b^j^p^bte^ those 
Ti^ jvtfeieatti^dMdi<io/d6^o^%^i^p^fl^^ th4if' 
r4S9»i|tmentyiihe '^ JEhnqcpt'^ i»ighe4M^^JIMae'4%> 
iirSiy(<»^ytsl]E^idIfira'1*e,aifri^ r. ni o/Bg c^^^'J 

This, howeVii^iwasCidt tdibd e»l«»0eed<^fB<^»yj 
itaq ]alo£dii(ipbrtdiic^'^)ihB9df^ 

\imdd>lnBadyycqirailiMH?itftia}l|iIs('{^ 
hiBrpadnK^ois >pech&p8L^tbe At^tf 1Jbri^idblii^>iajd^1p 
oM^finrtaaQSy^vrfakih bctd'ittvefi'^^ kAdWtf^ttti^i^ 
Ito.T^lat^ by himielfy.iaQd at t^i(^* tioi^^iAii 
hear^tbem WULksidy kbgh^^Iforti^^tf s^Dfi^bke^': 
with the sorrows of vanity. '^ -^ ^ I v rti jilt 

^<Tfafe biHtoby effltlB^-^ftDiineikld^qislK^ id&ul% 
relided byrBl)fi^hiiiieelfpan:>SD£>tdiMfiif&iff ¥^Hi^')]^ 
wfotQitbLCTd jy^diMkeoDqqitfa^iira^dflSat^lI^ 

itid5i$^bian>tidnurioi%rbdl0d()ioMi&k filf^T 

' y^ 17127, bad jend^^ibitfTeOiW'jdiido oili -gaiPjAd 

iff5Wbett>£]|r/JSio^ 9^^|B^Bl^4iiidl^P£»^^ 
pdr/ifob rasiqinospeafieidb iin thp'^e&te itbstLl^ ^ 
A£l^eHAnies/to]puMi^)9?aeb littldtfi0^^fifti^iW>^ 
a^UadicsBuialL^Tgot/fid^raa^i^ ivwi «ddbd^to>d 
them the * Treatise of the Bathos/ or thec^i-^B^^ 
ofi^Smiiin^idaat SoetnjpL^c^qltid^ppentd^ttifi^q]^ 
chapter! Kifl Ham pkue^vlJbd^retBmBfs^ies 'df l^ad^i- 
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poeta were tinged iti dasses, to which were pre- 
fixed Talrtiost all the letbrS of' the atphaMt (the' 
greatest part of th^'iri at rstndoirf) ; bat Stith %^i 
the immber of poefts eittittent In that an, that some 
oiife or other took efVery l^ttfer to* himise?!^: all fell 
into so violent a fury, that, for half a' yeat' dr iftidfcf,' 
the common newspapers (in most of which they 
hstd some' property, as beitig hir^d writers) Were 
filled with the most abti'sive falsehoods' atld scttf- 
rHities they kJouM possibly derise^ a liberty lid 
way to be wondered at in those peopley atiditl 
ihoBe paperfe, that; for 'many years during the uri- 
controoled Kcence of the prefes^ had aspersed' a:!* 
most all the great Characters of the age ; and^Mfi 
with impunity, their own persons and names being 
utterly secret and obscure. • 

^ This gave Mr. Pope the thotight that heftatd 
now some opportunity of doing good, by detecting 
and dragging into light these cOnlmon ettemfe^ of 
mankind; since, to invaK'date this univer&df slan- 
der^ it sufficed to show what contemptible men 
Were the authori^ of it. He wa's not without hopes, 
that, by liianifestiilg the dulnfe^s of those who h^ 
0ftiy ifiaKce to recommend theM, efither th^e book- 
sellers would n^'fitod their accoiliit in emploj^tig 
them, OP ' th^e men ' iherfiselveis, whren di«c<ytered^ 
ift^BBBt eoorage to proceed iti 'so nAla^M-^a* occu- 
pation. This it was that g^ve birth to ifte ^"^Dtttt* 
ioiaed */ an* hte -I thdught tit m hbppine^, thaTt, by 
ihe'ktfef flood trf^'skttdefbn him$fe*f, ftffe hf^ aWi 
^Tik^d stttJSh a< pfeeWfeif right O^r' their li^dS^dd 
i»i»iie«e»iMiry^tO''#fef'de]»gA;-v •'■: - '.^ - • •' 

^w the' *at5h of March-, lf«9} &t S«. Jk«ieS'!?, 
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tfadt f^em ^as pms>^&ted to t^ King ancl Qdeed 
(who bad before been pleased^ to read k) bj^ the 
rigfet honimrablef Sir JRobqrt Walpolej and^ eonte 
dayft. affaar^ the whole/ impf^eBsian waS'4£(fee&<aml 
dispersed by several noblemen aiSki persons of the 
fest distittctioB. t . 

*^ It is certainly a true observation, ths^mi^^ofA^ 
are so impatient of cemUre* as those who aw !the 
gceatest slanderers^ which Was w<Hidetrfulty e&d^J* 
pUfied on thi* occasioiaw On tfte* day the^bo^fe 
was fcst vended) » erowd of authors besieged 4^ 
iriiop9 intreatiei^y leckicesi tirrtats of law aipdlmt^ 
tery, iwfcy cries of^ treasori, irere all employedili^ 
binder the cooiiAg out of.fehe^ Buneiad*;'^ on the 
other side^ the booksellers and hawhers-ittadi^jas 
great efforts to procure it. What couSd a feW peor 
auth<»s do against so great a majority as thi^ pub- 
Kck? There was no stopping a torrent wi A a 
finger ^ so out it cani€* > 

*f Many kidicroas^ fcircumst^ces attended' < ifc 
The * DuHce&' (for by this^natee thby ^^re called) 
heldv weekly cli3^ tO'CoHsult of hostilitiesft^kia* 
the author : one wmtd >a lettef^ to^a ^rearit ministek"^ 
assuring him Mr. Pope ^aa ^the greatest et^enry 1^ 
government haad j» and anbthernbcaaghtftois initfge 
ki clay,, to execute MA.in. effigy ; with which ^tti 
sort <rf. satisfafctioni- the geAtletineit we? e a iitrtte 

/ d " Skrnie-fefcse^ Qditi0»s of tib«^ bctofciJatuig to^owl 
ite tfa^fh)ntiispi€i(^,^«tbe >tFi|ji«l''^ 
i^, fi&^ in; has s^ii^'aB^ miltladljnvVilttt abtboifk 
Then another surrepti^M^<m«^llkif% ji^riM^ "rniik 
thtt^aame ansy ,tfae>fieiw editioii^ m odtiirm rettii^ed 
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for distinetioii to the owl again. Hence arose st 
great contest of booksellers against booksellers, 
and advertisements against advertisen^nts ; some 
recommending the edition of the owl, and others 
the edition of the ass; by which names they came 
to be distinguished, to the great honour also of the 
gentlemen of the * Dunclad/" 

Pope appears by this narrative to have contem- 
plated his victory over the " Dunces" with great 
. exultation ; and such was his delight in the tumuk 
which hQ had raised, that for a while his natural 
sensibility was suspended, and he read reproached 
and invectives without emotion, considering thenr 
only as the necessary effects (rf that pain which he ' 
rejoiced in having given. 

It cannot however be concealed that, by his crnn 
confession, he was the aggressor : for nobody be-, 
lieyes that the letters in the " Bathos*' were plac^ 
at random ; and it may be discovered that, when 
he thinks himself concealed, he indulges the com- 
mon vanity of common men, and triumphs in those 
distinctions which he a&cted to despise. He is 
proud that his book was presented to the King 
and Queen by the right honourable Sir Robert 
Walpole; he is proud that they had read it be&»re; 
lie is proud that the edition was taken <^ by tbe 
i^ility and persoot of the first distinction. 

The edition of which he speaks was, I beliefev 
that which, by tdling in the text the names^ smd 
m the notes the characters of those whom he bad 
aatijiftdd^ was made intdOiigible and diverting. The 
i^titicks had itofw declared their ap{Mnobation o£ the 
fhxh and the coounon reader began to like it with- 
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t]^tft*r^ those whcr.^ were. stmngfcrftt tin qpdfetjr fc) 
temiiVire, tiud tbeireiore mlableto decifphfirvinifciate 
an^.blaofc^ -hfiMi'iaOTv^ naeies^aEnd' parsons^ brbu^hb^ 
\|4thTO fMr:>(^W^ aodhdeHghted: in daetfrisilitefi 
e£^et of tfeo$e:shrftsi0fiiialice, w'hibhthdy iiacfc 
W&^to coteteoaplated as shot into the air. >*' ^ 

Dennis, upon the' fresh >provocatiD!i* now glVe^ti 
hifft, renewed the enmity which had foruf<jkne^5^n 
appeased by mutual eivilitiesi apd publidied:'iBe4. 
mBtk^, which beltadtiU: then suppressed,^ «i|)onltl«e9 
*yU9^ of the iLookv'^ Many more grumbled m^ 
seo^e^ or veated their reseatpaent i» the fweifs^ 
pliers by ep%rams or im?)ectives* ■5 

jDtockot, iudjCfd, being mentioned as loving Buim. 
net with " pious passion," pretended tiiat his mof|d:i 
G^sr^H^x' it^aa iiajnt^r^^ ^^some time^dbsdainsd 
hw re^Kdution' to -tafce vengeance with a eudg*!';^ 
BtiiBope japjJeaaid him, by changirig *^ pllotts 'pfts^^ 
si^^'to>ff c<KBdial- ^aendship ;*' and by a^nbt^," i# 
which htrmhmmntly diioUims the tnaligjiitjf df^tU^^ 
meaning iiiip^eduto.tfi€ftfifst expm^ssibn; '^^^ *^^>f"« 

Action Jlill^ who was ifepras«n^*d» «s divfaig fi^ 
the. prize, eKpostaidafced wW* I^)e irf d manner s6' 
imich ^uperioah 60 att mean'^blicitation, that^ Pope^ 
was« tftducAi jtd^nedci^and sbaiB^ sometiib^'t^ 
di^^:^attb »oi«^i«Mis ito^ a^lli^lze^^ • be^!firdt^ed^^ 

hftTOSwItlaJbJow. - > V -* 

^^^IfiJdi^Eci^ti^ M'tHk^^mm^^ ^itiOh,-# 

wMej^hytlHbhA^a^iu^i^m «if^ldge«idi^ 
l^eSlo^Mi^psixgoqid^ is]|^d^di§&^9hm(i-tiii^*#^ 
p<itedlo4itetebeeB'ii^ri^te^t)y-B«>p0^ -* --*V 
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After this general w£^ upon Dulness, he seem$ 
to have indulged himself a while in tranquillity ; 
but Tiis subsequent productions prove that he was 
not idle. He published (1731) a poem on " Taste,*' 
in which he very particularly and severely criticises 
the house, the furniture, the gardens, and the en- 
tertainments of Timon, a man of great wealth and 
little taste. By Timon he was universally sup-* 
posed, and by the Earl of Burlington, to whom the 
poem is addressed, was privately said, to mean the 
Duke of Chandos j a man perhaps too much de- 
lighted with pomp and show, but of a temper kind 
and beneficent, and who had consequently the voice 
q£ the publick in his favour. 

A violent outcry was therefore raised against the 
ingratitude and treachery of Pope, who was said 
to have been indebted to the patronage of Chandos 
for a present of a thousand pounds, and who gained 
the opportunity of insulting him by the kindness 
of his invitation. 

The receipt of the thousand pounds Pope pub- 
lickly denied ; but, from the reproach which the 
attack on a character so amiable brought upon 
him, he tried all means of escaping. The name of 
Cleland was again employed in an apology, by 
which no man was satisfied ; and he was at last 
reduced to shelter his temerity behind dissimuljt- 
tion, and endeavour to make that disbelieved which 
he never had confidence openly to deny. He 
wrote an exculpatory letter to the Duke, which wast 
answered with great magnanimity, as by a man 
who accepted his excuse without believing his 
professions. He said, that to have ridiculed his 



POPE. 115 

taste, or his buildings, had been an indifferent 
action in another mati ; but that in Pope, after th6 
reciprocal kindness that had been exchanged be- 
tween them, it had been less easily excused. 

Pope, in one of hii^ Letters, complaining of the 
treatment which his poem had found, " owns that 
iduch criticks cati intimidate him, nay ilmost per- 
suade him to write no more, whifeh is a compliment 
thid age deserves/* The man who threatens the 
world is always ridiculous ; for the world can easily 
go on without hini, and in a short time will cease 
to iniss him. I have heard of an idiot, who used to 
i^evenge his vexations by lyitlg all iiigbt upon the 
bridge. ** Thete is nothing,*' skys Juvenal, " tiiat 
a man will not belifeve ill his owii favour.** Pope 
had been flattered till he thought himself one di 
the moving powers in the system of life. Wheti 
he talked of laying down his pen, those who sat 
i*6uiid hito entl-eated and implored^ and seijE-l6ve 
did ri<>t sufeer him to suspect that they weilt aw^y 
AVld lauj^ed. 

Thfej following year deprived him df (j^y, a iWaii 
^iidtib he had ktiown earfy, and whom he seemedf 
td l6ve \*ith ihore tenderness than any other of his 
Rfdi*ary friends'. Pope was now fbrty-folir years 
ita ; an a^e at which the mind begins less easily 
to admit ilfeW confideface ; and the wifl to grow 
Ite^ flffeiblfe ; atfld when, th€rtfore, tlie\de|)arture 
0f att'ofd m&hSi h very acutely felt. 

Ifl'tHe ne^t y^ar he lost his mother, tiot by an 
rfflg^^gfetifed deati, ftrf shk hSd lasted to the age of 
A^^iy^tW^'i mi she did rlx)t dife unlamented. 

i2 
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The filial piety of Pope was in the highest degree 
amiable and exemplary ; his parents had the hap- 
piness of living till he was at the summit of poetical 
reputation, till he was at ease in his fortune, and 
without a rival in his fame, and found no diminu- 
tion of his respect or tenderness. Whatever was 
his pride, to them he was obedient ; and whatever 
was his irritability, to them he was gentle. Life 
has, among its soothing and quiet comforts, few 
things better to give than such a son. 

One of the passages of Pope's life, which seems 
to deserve some inquiry, was a publication of Let- 
ters between him and many of his friends, which 
falling ihto the hands of Curll, a rapacious book- 
seller, of no good fame, were by him printed and 
sold. This volume containing some letters from 
noblemen. Pope incited a prosecution against him 
in the House of Lords for breach of privilege, and 
attended himself to stimulate the resentment of his 
friends. Curll appeared at the bar, and, knowing 
himself in no great danger, spoke of Pope with 
very little reverence: " he has," said Curll, "a 
knack at versifying, but in prose I think myself a 
match for him." When the orders of the House 
were examined, none of them appeared to have 
been infringed : Curll went away triumphant ; and 
Pope was left to seek some other remedy. 

CurlPs account was, that one evening a man in 
a clergyman's gown, but with a lawyer's band» 
brought and offered for sale a number of printed 
volumes, which he found to^be Pope's epistolary 
correspondence ; that he asked no name, and was 
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told none, but gave the price demanded, and 
thought himself authorized to use his purchase to 
his own advantage. 

That Curll gave a true account of the trans- 
action, it is reasonable to believe, because no false- 
hood was ever detected ; and when, some years 
afterwards, I mentioned it to Lintot, the son of 
Bernard, he declared his opinion to be, that Pope 
knew better than any body else how Curll obtained 
the copies, because another parcel was at the same 
time sent to himself, for which no price had ever 
been demanded, as he made known his resolution 
not to pay a porter, and consequently not to deal 
with a nameless agent. 

Such care had been taken to make them publick, 
that they were sent at once to two booksellers ; to 
Curll, who was likely to seize them as a prey ; and 
to Lintot, who might be expected to give Pope 
information of the seeming injury. Lintot, I be- 
lieve, did nothing; and Curll did what was ex- 
pected. Thiat to make them publick was the only 
purpose, may be reasonably supposed, because the 
numbers, offered to sale by the private messengers, 
showed that the hope of gain could not have been 
the motive of the impression. 

It seems that Pope, being desirous of printing 
his Letters, and not knowing how to do, without 
imputation of vanity, what has in this country been 
done very rarely, contrived an appearance of com- 
pulsion; that, when he could complain that his 
Letters were surreptitiously published, he might 
decently and defensively publish them himself. 

Pope's private correspondence, thus promul- 
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gated, 6Ued the nation with the praises of his can- 
dour, tenderness, and benevoleijce, the purity of 
his purposes, and the fidelity of his friendship. 
There were some letters which a very good or a 
wise man would wish suppressed; but, as they 
had been already exposed, it was impracticable 
now to retract them. 

From the perusal of those letters, Mr. Allen fir?t 
conceived the desire of knowing him ; and with 90 
much zeal did he cultivate the friendship which he 
had newly formed, that, when Pope told his pur- 
pose of vindicating his own property by a genuine 
edition, he oifered to pay the cost. 

This however Pope did not accept ; but in time 
solicited a subscription for a quarto volume, which 
appeared (1737)> I believe, with sufficient profit. 
In the preface he tells that his letters were re- 
posited in a friend's library, said to be the Earl of 
Oxford's, and that the copy thence stolen was sent 
to the press. The story was doubtless received 
\jdth different degrees of credit. It may be sus- 
pected that the preface to the Miscellanies wer^ 
written to prepare the publick for such aa in- 
cident;^, and, to strengthen this ppinion^ Ja^es 
Worsdale, a painter, who was employed in cla% 
destine negotiations, but whose veracity was very 
doubtful, declared that he was the messenger 
who 9arried, by Pope's direction, the books tfit 
Curll. 

When they were thus published and ayowed^ as, 
they had^ relation to iiecent fa,cts, and persons eitl^bei: 
then lijVing or pot' yet fprgptten, they maybe sup- 
posed to haye foun4 readers ; but, aj^ l^e fistpts 
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were minute, and the characters being eitbei* 
private or literary, were little known, or little re- 
garded, they awaked no popular kindness or re- 
sentment ; the book never became inuch the sub- 
ject of conversation ; some read it as a contem- 
porary history, and some perhaps as a model of 
epistolary language; but those who read it did 
not talk of it. Not much therefore was added by 
it to fame or envy ; nor do I remember that it 
produced either jfublick praise or publick censure. 

It had, however, in some degree, the tecom- 
mendation of novelty. Our language had few let- 
ters, except those of statesmen. Howel, indeed, 
about a century ago, published his Letters, which 
are commended by Morhoff, and whith alone, of 
his hundred volumes^ continue his memory* Love- 
day*s Letters were printed only once; those of 
Herbert and Suckling are hardly known. Mrs* 
Phillips's (Orinda's) are equally neglected. And 
those of Walsh seem written as exercises, and were 
never sent to any living mistress or friend. Pope's 
epistolary excellence had an open field ; he had no 
English rival, living or dead. 

Pope is seen in this collection as connected with 
the othier contemporary wits, and certainly suffers 
no dii^ace in the comparison ; but it must be rie^* 
membered, that he had the power of favouring 
himself; he might have originally had publication 
in his mind, and have written with care^ or havd 
afterwards selected those which he had most hap- 
pily conceived, or most diligently laboured ; and 
I know not whether there does not appear some^ 
tbing more studied and aertificial in his productions 
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than the rest, except one long letter by Boling- 
broke, composed with all the skill and industry of 
a professed author. It is indeed not easy to di- 
stinguish affectation from habit ; he that has once 
studiously formed a style, rarely writes afterwards 
with complete ease. Pope may be said to write 
always with his reputation at his head; Swift, 
perhaps, like a man that remembered he was 
writing to Pope; but Arbuthnot, like one who 
lets thoughts drop from his pen* as they rise into 

j his mind. 

Before these Letters appeared, he published the 
first part of what he persuaded himself to think a 
system of ethicks, under the title of an " Essay 
on Man ;" which, if his letter to Swift (of Sep- 

I tember 14, 17^25) be rightly explained by the com- 
mentator, had been eight years under his consider- 
ation, and of which he seems to have desired the 
success with great solicitude. He had now mai;iy 
open, and doubtless many secret, enemies. The 
♦* Dunces'* were yet smarting with the war ; and 
the superiority which he publickly arrogated, dis- 
posed the world to wish his humiliation. 

All this he knew, and against all this he pro- 
vided. His own name, and that of his friend to 
whom the work is inscribed, were in the first 
editions carefully suppressed ; and the poem, being 
of a new k^nd, was ascribed to one or another, as' 
favour determined, or conjecture wandered ; it wa& 
given, says Warburton, to every man, except him 
only who could write it. Those who like only 
when they like the author, and who are under the 
dominion of a name, condemned it ; and those ad^ 
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mired it who are willing to scatter praise at ran- 
dom, whidh, while it is unappropriated, excites no 
envy. Those friends of Pope that were trusted 
with the secret, went about lavishing honours on 
the new-born poet, and hinting that Pope was 
never so much in danger from any former rival. 

To those authors whom he had personally of- 
fended, and to those whose opinion the world 
considered as decisive, and whom he suspected of 
envy or malevolence, he sent his Essay as a pre- 
sent before publication, that they might defeat 
their own enmity by praises which they could not 
afterwards decently retract. 

With these precautions, in 1733, was published 
the first part of the " Essay on Man.** There had 
been for some time a report that Pope was busy 
upon a System of Morality; but this design was 
not discovered in the new poem, which had a form 
and a title with which its readers were unac- 
quainted. Its reception was not uniform ; some 
thought it a very imperfect piece, though not 
without good lines. While the author was un- 
known, some, as will always happen, favoured him 
as an adventurer, and some censured him as an 
intruder; but all thought him above neglect; the 
sale increased, and editions were multiplied. 

The subsequent editions of the first epistle ex- 
hibited two memorable corrections. At first, the 
poet And his friend 

Expatiate freely o'er this"^sce}ne of man^ 
A mighty maze of walks toitkout a plan : 

Fpr wbich.b^ wyot:e afterwards, 

A mighty maze^ but not without a plan : 
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^ for if there was no plan, it was in vain to describe 
or to trace the maze. 
The other alteration was of these lines : 

And ^ite of pride, and in thy reason's spite. 
One truth is clear, whatever is, is right : 

but having afterwards discovered, or been shown, 
that the " truth" which subsisted " in spite of 
reason" could not be very " clear," he substituted 

And spite of jaide, in erring reason's spite. 

To such oversights will the most vigorous mind 
be liable, when it is employed at once upon ar- 
gument and poetry. 

The second and third epistles were published ; 
and Pope was, I believe, more and more suspected 
of writing them j at last, in 1784, he avowed the 
fourth, and claimed the honour of a moral poet. 

In the conclusion it is suflBciently acknowledged, 
that the doctrine of the " Essay on Man" was re- 
ceived from Bolingbroke, who is said to have ri- 
diculed Pope, among those who enjoyed his con- 
fidence, as having adopted and advanced principles 
of which he did not perceive the consequence,, and 
as blindly propagating opinions contrary to his 
own. That those communications had been con- 
solidated into a scheme regularly drawn, and 
delivered to Pope, from whom it returned only 
transformed from prose to verse, has been reported, 
but hardly can be true. The essay plainly appears 
the fabrick of a poet : what Bolingbroke supplied 
could be only the first principles ; the order, il- 
lustration, and embellishments, must all be Pope's. 
These principles it is not my business to clear 
from obscurity, dogmatism, or felsehood j but they 
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were not immediately examined ; philosophy and 
poetry have not often the same readers ; and the 
ess^y abounded in splendid amplifications and 
sparkling sentence's, which were read and admired 
with no great attention to their ultimate purpose i 
its flowers caught the eye, which did not see what 
the gay foliage concealed, and for a time flourished 
in the' sunshine of universal approbation. So little 
was any evil tendency discovered, that„ as inno- 
cence is unsuspicious, many read it for a manual of 
piety. 

Its reputation soon invited a translator. It waa 
first turned into French prose,, and afterwards by 
Resnel into verse. Both translations fell into thet 
hands of Crousaz, who first, when be had the 
version in prose, wrote a general censure, and 
afterwards reprinted Resners version^^ with par- 
ticular remarks upon every paragraph. 

Crousaz was a professor of Switzerland, eminent 
for his treatise of logick, and his " Examen de 
Pyrrhonisme j'* and, however little known or re* 
g^ded here, was no mean antagonist. His mind 
was one of those in which philosophy and piety are 
happily united. He was accustomed to argument 
and dis^quisition, and perhaps was growu;^ too de-^ 
sirous of detecting faults y but his intentions were 
always right, his opinions were solid, and his re- 
%i,on pure. 

H^s inpessant vigilance for the promotion of piety 
4i?pos^d him to look with distrust upon all me^ 
taphysical systems of theology, and all schemes of 
virtue ^ji happiness purely rational ; and there- 
f9jrQ it was not long belbre h|^ was persuaded that 
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the positions of Pope, as they terminated for the 
most part in natural religion, were intended to 
draw mankind away from revelation, and to repre- 
sent the whole course of things as a necessary con- 
catenation of indissoluble fatality ; and it is un- 
deniable, that in many passages a religious eye 
may easily discover expressions not very favour- 
able to morals, or to liberty. 

About this time Warburton began to make his 
appearance in the first ranks of learning. He was 
a man of vigorous faculties, a mind fervid and 
vehement, supplied by incessant and unlimited in- 
quiry, with wonderful extent and variety of know- 
ledge, which yet had not oppressed his imagination, 
nor clouded his perspicacity. To every w6rk he 
brought a memory full fraught, together with a 
fancy fertile of original combinations, and at once 
exerted the powers of the scholar, the reasoner, 
and the wit. But his knowledge was too multi- 
farious to be always exact, and his pursuits too 
eager to be always cautious. His abilities gave 
him an haughty confidence, which he disdained to 
conceal or mollify; and his impatience of opposi- 
tion disposed him to treat his adversaries with such 
contemptuous superiority as made his readers com- 
monly his enemies, and excited against the advo- 
cate the wishes of some who favoured the cause. 
He seems to have adopted the Roman Emperor'^ 
determination, oderint dum mettiant; he used no 
allurements < of gentle language, but wished to 
compel rather than persuade. 

His «tyle is copious without selection, and 
forcible without neatness j he took the words that 
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presented themselves; his diction is coarse and 
impure, and his sentences are unmeasured. 

He had, in the early part of his life, , pleased 
himself with the notice of inferior wits, arid corre- 
sponded with the enemies of Pope. A letter was 
produced, when he had perhaps himself forgotten 
it, in which he tells Concanen, " Dryden, I ob- 
serve, borrows for want of leisure, and Pope for 
want of genius ; Milton out of pride, and Addison 
out of modesty.** And when Theobald published 
" Shakspeare,** in opposition to Pope, the. best 
notes were supplied by Warburton. 

But the time was now come when Warburton 
was to change his opinion ; and Pq)e was to find 
a defender in him who had contributed so much 
to the exaltation of his rival. 

The arrogance of Warburton excited against 
him every artifice of offence, and therefi3re it may 
be supposed that his union with Pope was censured 
as hypocritical inconstancy; but surely to think 
differently, at different times, of poetical merit, 
may be easily allowed. Such opinions are often 
admitted, and dismissed, without nice examina- 
ti<m. Who is there that has not found reason for 
changing his mind about questions of greater im- 
portance? 

Warburton, whatever was his motive, undertook, 
without solicitation, to rescue Pope from the talons 
of Crousaz, by freeing him from the imputation 
of favouring fatality, or rejecting rev^tion '^ snd 
from month to month continued a vindtcaltion'^of 
the " Essay on Man,** in the Kterary jtmvntiL of 
that time called »<<Tbc Republiok of I^etten^.^^ h ; 
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Pope, who probably b^ta to doubt the tend- 
ency of his own wcnrk, was glad that the posutumi^ 
of wl^b he percm^ed hinself mA to ktiow the full 
Wffittnfng, ccmld by any mode of interpretation be 
made to mean well. How much he was pleased 
with his gratuitous defender, the following letter 
evidently shows : 

"Sir, April 11, 1739. 

** I have just received from Mr. R. two more 
of your Letters^ It ii^ in the greatest hurry ima^ 
ginable that I write this ; but I cdnnot help thank- 
ing you in particular for your third Letter, which 
is so extremely clear, short, and full, that I think 
Mr. Crousaz ought never to have another answer, 
and deserved not so good an one. I Cfiti oiily say, 
you do him too much honour, and mei tod ttiucK 
right, so odd as the expression seems; for you 
have made my system as clear as I ought to hav6 
done, and could not. It is indeed the same systeift 
as mine, but illustrated with a ray of your own, as 
they say our natural body is the same still when it 
is glorified. I am sure I like it better than I did 
before^ and so will every man else. I ktit&^ I meaiit 
just what you explain ; but I did not e^pfetiA tAf 
own meaning so well as you; You underdtanfd me 
as weH as I do myself j but you eijH^ess me belief 
than I could express mystlf: Pray afece][/t th6 ^iiii^ 
cetrest ascknowledgements. I cantiot'but wM thei^ 
Letters were put together in one booic, atfd intef}# 
(witfc your leave) to procure atraifilation ofpsttt 
at least, or of afi df them, ihta French ; but I shafts 
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not proceed a step without your consent and opi- 
nion," kc. 

By this fond and eager acceptance of an excul- 
patory comment, Pope testified that, whatever 
might be the seeming or real import of the j^tin^ 
ciples which he had received fircnn Bofingbrtifce, 
he had not intentiosallj afctsiciEed reUgion ^ and 
Bolingbroke, if he mesQt to make him, without 
his own Gomsent, an instrument of mischief, found 
him now engaged, with his eyes open, on the side 
f*f truth. 

It is known that Bolingbroke concealed from 
Pope his real opinions. He ooce dmcopvered them 
to Mr. Hooke, who related them again to Pope, 
md was told by him that he must have mistaken 
the meaning of what be heard ; and Bolingbroke, 
when Pope's uaeasiness incited him to desire an- 
explanation, declared tliat Hooke had misunder- 
stood him. 

Bolingbroke hated Warburton, who had drawn 
his pupil from him ; and a little before Pope's 
death they had a dispute, from which they parted 
with mutual averaion. 

Fr<Hn this time Pope lived in the closest inti- 
macy with his commentator, and amply rewai^ded 
his kindness and his zeal; for he introduced bm 
to Mr. Murray, by whose interest he became 
preacher at Lincoln's Inn; and to Mr. Allen, who 
gave him his niece and lus estate, and by co«ise- 
quence a bishoprick. When he died^ he left him 
the property of his works; a legacy which may be 
reasonably estimated at fotir thousand pounds. 

Pope^s fondness for the ** Essay ou Man" ap* 
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peared by his desire of its propagation. Dobson, 
who had gained reputation by his version of Prior's 
** Solomon,*' was employed by him to translate it 
into Latin verse, and was for that purpose some 
time at Twickenham ; but he left his work, what- 
ever was the reason, unfinished ; and, by Benson's 
invitation, undertook the longer task of ** Paradise 
Lost." Pope then desired his friend to find a 
scholar who should turn his Essay into Latin prose ; 
but no such performance has ever appeared. 

Pope lived at this time among the Great, with 
that reception and respect to which his works en- 
titled him, and which he had not impaired by any 
private misconduct or factious partiality. Though 
Bolingbroke was his friend, Walpole was not his 
enemy ; but treated him with so much consider- 
ation as, at his request, to solicit and obtain from 
the French Minister an abbey for Mr. Southcot, 
which he considered himself as obliged to reward, 
by his exertion of his interest, for the benefit which 
he had received from his attendance in a long^ ' 
illness. 

It was said, that when the Court was at Rich- * 
mond. Queen Caroline had declared her intention 
to visit him. This may have been only a careless 
effusion, thought on no more : the report of such 
notice, however, was soon in many mouths ; and, 
if I do not forget or misap^r€ifUitd'Sarfii^''s''lttc^*^ 
count, Pope, pretending to decline what was not 
yet offered, left his house for a time, nofei I sup- 
pose, for any other reason than lest he^ should be 
thought to stay at home in expectation of an ho- 
nour which would not be conferred. He was 
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therefore angry at Swift, who represents him as 
** refusing the visits of a Queen,*' because he knew 
that what had never been oflfered had never been 
refused. 

Beside the general system of morality, supposed 
to be contained in the " Essay on Man," it was his 
intention to write distinct poems upon the different 
duties or conditions of life ; one of which is the 
Epistle to Lord Bathurst (1733) on the " Use of 
Riches," a piece on which he declared great labour 
to have been bestowed*. 

Into this poem some hints are historically thrown, 
^nd some known characters are introduced, with 
others of which it is diflScult to say how far they 
are real or fictitious ; but the praise of Kyrl, the 
Man of Ross, deserves particular examination, 
who, after a long and pompous enumeration of his 
publick works and private charities, is said to have 
difiused all those blessings from five hundred a-year. 
Wonders are willingly told, and willingly heard. 
The truth is, that Kyrl was a man of known inte- 
grity and active benevolence, by whose solicitation 
the wealthy were persuaded to pay contributions 
to his charitable schemes; this influence he ob- 
tained by an example of liberality exerted to the 
utmost extent of his power, and was thus enabled* 
to give more than he had. This account Mr. 
Yktor receii^ from the minister of the place ; 
and I have preserved it, that the praise of a good 
man, being made more credible, may be more solid. 
Narrations of romantick and impracticable virtue 
will be read with wonder, but that which is unat* 

* Spence. . 
VOL. III. K 
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taiQable is recommended in vain ; th^ g9ffd 9uy 
be endeavoured, it must be shown to be possible. 
^ Thi§ is the only piece in which the author has 
/ given a hint of his religion, by ridiculing the cere- 
mony of burning the pppe, and by mentioning with 
gome indignation the inscription on the monument* 

When this poem was first published^ the dialogue, 
having no letters of direction, was perplexed and 
obscure. R>pe seems to have written with no very 
distinct idea : for he calls that sax *' Epistle to 
Bathurst,'' in which Bathurst is introduced as 
tweaking. 

He afterwards (X784) inscribed to Lord Cobban^ 
bis " Characters of Men," written with close at- 
tention to the operations of the mind and modifi- 
cations of life. In this poem he has endeavoured 
\ to establish and exemplify his favourite theory of 
/ the ruUng passim^ by which he means a^, priginsd 
direction of desire to some particular ojbject, an 
innate afiection which gives all action a determine 
ate and invariable tendency, and operates upon 
the whole system of life, either openly, or more 
secretly by the intervention of some accidental or 
subordinate prppension^ 

Of any paasiop, thues innate and irresistiblgji the 
existence may i^asona^ly be doubted. Human 
characters are by no means cpnfttant ; ifipn change 
by change of place, of fortune, of acquaintance ; 
he who is at one time a lover of pleasure, i? at an- 
other a lover of money. Those indeed who ^X%fm^ 
asy excdlence^ commonly spend life, in one pur- 
suit ; for excellence is nol^ often gajned np^p^a^r 
terms. But to the part,icular species of excellence 



men are d&rected^ not by an asoendant planet or 
predominating humour, but by the first book which^ 
they read, some early conversation which they 
heard, or some accident which excited slrdour and 
emulation. 

It must at least be aUowed, that this ruling 
passion, antecedent to reason and observaticm, 
must have an object independent on human con- 
trivance J for there can be no natural desire of ar- 
tificial good. No man therefore can be born, in 
the strict acceptation, a lover of money; for he 
may be born where money does not exist : nor can 
he be born, in a moral sense, a lover of his country; 
for society, politically regulated^ is a state contra- 
distinguished from a state of nature j and any at- 
tention to that coalition of interests which makes 
the happiness of a country, is pcHSsible only tothoi^ 
whom inquiry and reflection have enabled to com- 
prehend it. 

This doctrine is in itself pernicious as well as 
false : its tendency is to produce the belief of a / 
kind of moral predestination, or over-ruling prih- 
eiple which cannot be "resisted; he tbat admits it 
is prepared to comply with every deare that ca- 
price or oj^ortunity shall excite, and to flatter 
himself that he submits only to the kwfhl domi. 
nion of Nature, in obeying rfie resistless authority 
af bis z^ng^ jpassion. 

Pope has formed hisr theory with so little skill, 
that, in the examples by ifrbich he iililstrates and 
confirms it, he has confounded passicms; appetil^j 
and l^bite. 

To the « Characters of Men/* he added soon 

k2 



/ 



15^ Topt: 

after, in an Epistle supposed to have been addressed 
to Martha Blount, but which the last edition has 
taken from her, the " Characters of Women/* TMs 
poem, which was laboured with great diligence, 
and in the author's opinion with great success, was 
neglected at its first publication, as the commen- 
tator supposes, because the pubHck was informed^ 
by an advertisement, that it contained no charact^ 
drawn from the Life j an assertion which Pope 
probably did not expect nor wish to have been be- 
lieved, and which he soon gave his readers suflS- 
eient reason to distrust, by telling them in a note 
that the work was imperfect, because part of his 
subject was Vice too high to be yet exposed. 

The time however soon came, in which it was 
safe to display the Duchess of Marlborough under 
the name of Atossa ; and her character was inserted 
with no great honour to the writer's gratitude. 

He published from time to time (between I7SO 
and 1740) Imitations of diflFerent poems of Horace, 
generally with his name, and once, as was suspect- 
I ed, without it. What he was upon moral principles 
/ ashamed to own, he ought to have suppressed. Of 
these pieces it is useless to settle the dates, as they 
had seldom much relation to the times, and per- 
haps had been long in his hands^ 

This mode of imitation, in which the ancients 
are familiarised, by adapting their sentiments to 
modern topicks, by making Horace say of Shak- 
speare what he originally said of Ennius, and ac- 
commodating his satires on Pantolabus and No^ 
mentanus to the flatterers and prodigals of ouk 
own time> was first practised in the reign of Charles 
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ti» Seicand by Oldbain aud Rpcheslier, itt least I 
remember no iii3tances more ancient. It is a kind 
q£ middle composition between translation and 
original design, which pleases when the thought 
are unexpectedly applicable, and the parallels 
lucky. It seems to have been Pope's favourite / 
amusement; for he has carried it farther than any 
former poet. 

He published likewise a revival, in smoother 
numbers, of Dr. Donne's Satires, which was rc^ 
commended to him by the Duke of Shrewsbury 
and the Earl of Oxford. They made no great 
impression on the publick. Pope seems to have | 
known their imbeciKty, and therefore suppressed [ 
them while he was yet contending to rise in re- 
putation, but ventured them when he thought 
their deficiencies more likely to be imputed to 
Donne than to himself. 

The Epistle to Dr. Arbuthnot, which seems to 
be derived in its first design from Boileau's Addres§; 
i son Esprit^ was published in January 1735> about 
a month before the death of him to whom it is in-, 
scribed. It is to be regretted, that either hQnqui^ 
or pleasure should ha^e been missed by Arbutlj^ 
not ; a man estimable for his laariupg) amiable fyjj^ 
his life, and venerabk. for his pipty^ ; ,, i ,. .r,j,|j 

Arbuthnot was a man of ^^t cojo^ahe^i^ipn, 
skilful in his profession, versed in the sciencq<i| 
acquainted with ancient litoi^ure, an^if^ble toa^jin 
mi^e his mass of knowledge by abrightmd ^'^^V^ 
imagmaticfflij a soholiwr. wilhi great ^ffilUanpfinOC 
wit ; a wit, who in the crowd of life, retained an^ 
discovered a noble ardour of religious zeaL 



134 POPE 

In this poem Pope seems to reckon with the 
pubKck. He vindicates himself from censures j 
and with dignity, rather than arrogance, enforces 
his own claims to kindness and respect. 

Into this poem are interwoven several para- 
graphs which had been before printed as a frag- 
ment, and among them the satirical lines upon 
Addison, of which the last couplet has been twice 
corrected. It was at first. 

Who would not smile if such a man there be ? 
Who would not laug^ if Addison were he ? 

Then, 

Who would not grieve if such man there be ? 
Who would not laugh if Addison were he ? 

At last it is. 

Who but must laugh if such a man there be? , 
Who would not weep if Atticus were he ? 

He was at this time at open war with Lord Her- 
vey, who had distinguished himself as a steady ad- 
herent to the ministry; and, being offended with 
a contemptuous answer to one of his pamphlets*, 
had summoned Pulteney to a duel. Whether he 
or Pc^e made the first attack, perhaps, cannot 
now be easily known: he had written an invective 
against Pope, whom he calls, " Hard as thy heart, 
and as thy birth obscure ;** and hints that his fa- 
ther was a hatter. To this Pope wrote a reply itt 
verse and prose ; the verses are in this poem ; and 
the prose, though it was never sent, is printed 
among his letters ; but to a cool reader of the pre- 
sent time exhibits nothing but tedious mali^ity. 

* Intituled, "Sedition and Defamation displayed^" 8vo. 1733. 



POPE. 135 

His last Satires, of the general kind, were two 
Dialogues, named, from the year in which they 
were published, " Seventeen hundred and thirty- 
eight.'* In these poems many are praised and 
many reproached. Pope was then entangled in 
the opposition j a follower of the Prince of Wales, 
who dined at his house, and the friend of many 
who obstructed and censured the conduct of the 
ministers* His political partiality was too plainly 
shown: he forgot the prudence with which he 
passed, in his earlier years, uninjured and unof* 
fending, through much more violent conflicts of 
faction. 

In the first Dialogue, having an op{)ortunity erf 
praising Allen of Bath, he asked his leave to men- 
tion him as a man not illustrious by any merit of 
his ancestors, and called him in his verses " low- 
born Allen.** Men are seldom satisfied with praise 
introduced or followed by any mention of defect. 
Allen seems not to have taken any pleasure in his 
epithet, which was afterwards softened into " huixiy 
ble Allen.'* 

In the second Dialogue he took some liberty 
^ith one of the Foxes^ among others j which Fox, 
in a reply to Lyttelton, took an opportunity of re- 
paying, by reproaching him with the friendship of 
a lampooner, who scattered his ink witholit fear or 
decency, and against whom be hoped the resent- 
ment of the Legislature would quickly be dis- 
charged. 

About this time Paul Whitehead, a small poet, 
was summoned before the Lords for a poem called 
** Manners,** together with Dodsley his publisher. 
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Wiiiteli^ad,: ydm hmg loose upon /society, ^a&Ded 
and escaped; but Doddey's shop and family made 

I his appearance necessary. He was, however, soon 

i dismissed ; and the whole process was probably in- 
tended rather to intimidate Pope, than to punish 
Whitehead. 

Pope never afterwards attempted to join the pa- 

, triot with the poet, nor drew his pen upcm statels* 
men. That he desisted from his attempts of re- 

, formation is imputed, by his commentator, to his 
despair of prevailing over the corruption of the 
time. He was not likely to have been ever of 
opinion, that the dread of his satire would coun- 
tervail ike love of power or of money; he pleased 
biimself with being important and formidable, aqd 

/gratified sometimes his pride, and sometimes his 
resentment ; till at last he began to think he should 
be mom safe, if he were less busy. 

The *^ Men^pirs of Scriblerus," published about 
this time, extend only to the first book of a work 
projected in concert by Pope, Swift, and Arbuth- 

\ not, who used to meet in the time of Queen Anne, 
find denominated themselves the "ScriblerusClub." 
Their purpose was to censure the abuses of learn- 
ing by a fictitious life of an infatuated Scholar. 
They werie dispersed j the design was nev^ com- 

/plftted; and Warburton laments its miscarriage, 
M an event very disastrous to polite letters. t 

>, If the whole may be estimated by this specimen, 

. whiiih see^ns to be the production of Arbuthnot, 

^yj^ fi feE!^,tPt4cHes„pei|ha|)s by Pope, the want of 
moj^e will n^ot be mi^h lamented; for the foUies 
vvhiich" tlie writer ridicules are so little practised. 



that they are Qot known^ nor can the satire be 
understood but by the learned: he raises phantoms 
of absurdity, and then drives them away. He cures 
diseases that were never felt, 
. For this reason this joint production of three 
great writers has never obtained any notice from 
mankind ; it has been little read, or when read has 
-been forgotten, as no man could be wiser, better^ / 
or merrier, by remembering it. 

The design, cannot boast of much originality; 
for, besides its general resemblance to Don Quix- 
ote; there will be found in it particular imitations 
pf the History of Mr. OuflBe, 

Swift carried so much of it into Irelimd as sup- 
plied him with hints for his Travels } and with 
those the world might have been contented, though 
the rest had been suppressed. 

Pope had sought for images and sentiments in a 
region not known to have been explored by many 
other of the English writers; he had consulted the 
piodem writers of Latin poetry, a claiss of authors 
whom Boileau endeavoured to bring into contempt, 
and who are too generally neglfected. Pope, how- 
ever, was not ashamed of their acquaintance, nor 
ungrateful for the advantages which he might have 
derived from it. A small selection from the Ita- 
lians, who wrote in Latin, had been published at 
London, about the latter end of the last century, 
by a man* who concealed his name, but whom his 
Preface shows to have been qualified for his under- 
taking. This collection Pope amplified by more 

♦ Since discovered to have been Atterbury, afterwards Bishq> 
of Bocbesfter« 
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than hatf, and (1740) published it in two volumes, 
but injuriously omitted his predecessor's preface. 
To these books, which had nothing but the mere 
text, no regard was paid, the authors were still 
neglected, and the editor was neither praised nor 
censured. 

He did not sink into idleness j he had planned 
a work, which he considered as subsequent to hisr 
** Essay on Man,'* of which he has given this ac- 
count to Dr. Swift. 

« March «5, 173fi* 
" If ever I write any more Epistles in verse, on^ 
of them shall b6 addressed to you. I have lotig 
concerted it, and begun it ; but I would make what 
bears your name as finished as my last work ought 
to be, that is to say, more finished than any of the 
rest. The subject is large, and will divide into 
four Epistles, which naturally follow the * Essay 
on Man;* viz. 1. Of the Extent and Limits of 
Human Reason and Science. 2. A view of the 
useful and therefore attainable, and of the unuse- 
ful and therefore Unattainable, Arts. 5. Of the 
Nature, Ends, Application, and Use, of different 
Capacities. 4. Of the Use of Learning, of th^ 
Science, of the World, and of Wit. It will con- 
dude with a satire against the misapplication of 
all these, exemplified by Pictures, Characters, and 
Examples/* 

This work in its full extent, being now afflicted 
with an asthma, and finding the powers of life 
gradually declining, he had no longer courage to 
undertake ; but, from the materials which he had 
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provided^ he added, at Warburton^s request, an- 
other book to the " Dunciad/* of which the de- 
sign is to ridicule such studies as are either hopele^ 
or useless, as either pursue what is unattainable, 
or what, if it be attained, is of no use. 

When this book was printed (17*^) the laurel 
had been for some time upon the head of Gibber; 
a m^m whom it cannot be supposed that Pope could 
regard with much kindness or esteem, though in ; 
one of the imitations of Horace he has liberally > 
enough praised the " Careless Husband.*' In the 
" Dunciad,** among other worthless scribblers, he 
had mentioned Gibber ; who, in his " Apol<^y,** \ 
complains of the great Poet's unkindness as more 
injurious, " because,*' says he, " I never have of- 
fended him." 

It might have been expected that Pope should 
have been, in some degree, mcdlifi^ by this sub- 
missive gentleness, but ho such consequence ^ppeaf- 
ed. Though he condescended to commend Gibber 
once, he mentioned him afterwards contemptu^ 
ously in one of his satires, and again in his Epistle 
to Arbuthnot J and in the fourth book of the 
" Dunciad'* attacked him with acrimony, to which 
the provocation is not easily discoverable. Perhaps 
he imagined that, in ridiculing the Lauceat, he sa^ 
tirized those by whom the laurel had been given^ 
and gratified that ambitious petulance witli which 
he affected to insult the great. 

The severity of this satire leftCibber no longer 
any patience. He had confidence enough in his 
own powers to believe that he could disturb the 
quiet of his adversary, and doubtless did not want 
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IttSfl^totd, who^ ^^iftoiit any care '«bcmt Ifte^ti*^ 

tdry, desired to amuse themselves by looking ott 

t^e contest. He therefore gave the town a pam- 

/|)blet, in which he declares his resolution from that 

•time never to bear another blow without returning 

it,' and to tire out his adversary by perseverance, 

if he cannot conquer him by strength. 

'^The incessant ^and unappeasable malignity c# 

Pope he imputes to a very distant cause. After 

the *^ Three hours after Marriage** had been driven 

' ^ff the stage, by the ofience which the mummy 
tmd crocodile gave the audience, while the ex- 
ploded scene was yet fresh in memory, it happened 
that Gibber played Bayes in the Rehearsal ; and, 
-as it had been usual to enliven the part by the 
mention of any recent theatrical transactions, he 
said, that he once thought to have introduced his 
Jbvers disguised in a mummy and a crocodile. 
*• This," says he, ** was received with loud claps, 
which indicated contempt of the play.'* Pope, 

, who was behind the scenes, meeting him as he 
left the stage, attacked him, as he says, with 
all the virulence of a ** Wit out of his senses ;'* 
to which lie replied, ** that he would take no 
oflier notice of what Was said by so particular 

il' ttmn, than t& dedar^, diait, as often as he 
^dyed that part, he would repeat the satne pro- 

rrfHe^sha#8 his opinion to bcjthat Pq)ewas one 
o^dHfc aa4hor»^iof fthe^play which he so zbaldudy 
dBfiEb(ted(ibnd'addB^a»tiffle story of Pb]be*s be^ 
;lmn3aarriit artkvcqrn* .' . i'.-, /r... . ; ..i 

i fTho^paraphlet was written with little power of 
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thought or language, and, if suffered to remam 
without notice, would have been very soon for-* 
gotten. Pope had now been enough acquainted 
with human life to know if his passion had XkOt 
been too powerful for his understanding, that, from 
a contention like his with Gibber, the world seeks 
nothing but diversion, which is given at the .exr 
pense of the higher character. When Cibber lam- 
pooned Pope, curiosity was excited ^ what Pppe 
would say of Gibber nobody inquired, but in hope 
that Pope's asperity might betray his pain and, 
lessen his dignity. 

He should therefore have suffered the pamphlet 
to flutter and die, without confessing that it stung 
him. The dishonour of being shown as Gibber'is^ 
antagonist could never be compensated by the 
victory. . Gibber had nothing to lose ; when Pope 
had exhausted all his malignity upon him, he would 
rise in the esteem both of his friends and his ene*^ 
mies. Silence only could have made, him de** 
spicable ; the blow which did not appear to be fedt 
would have been struck in vain. 

But Pope's irascibility prevailed, and he resolved 
to tell the whole English world that he was at war 
with Gibber ^ and, tp show that he thought him 
no common adversary, he prepared no comi9oq^. 
vengeance ; he published a mw edition of the; 
** Dunciad," in which he degraded Theobald fromr 
his painful pre-eminence, snd enthroned Gibber in 
his stead. Unhappily the two heroes were o£ op* 
posite characters, and Pope was unwiUing to Idse 
what he had already written; he has thereftjfra^: 
depraved hia poem by giving to Gibber the* 6ld 
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bookst tbe old pedaatry, and the i^e^ish perti* 
nacity of Theobald. 

' Pope was ignorant enough of his own interest, 
to make another change^ and introduced Osborne 
contending for a prize among the booksellers. 
Osborne was a man entirely destitute of shame^ 
without sense of any disgrace but that of poverty. 
He told me, when he was doing that which rsused 
Pope's resentment, that he should be put into the 
" Dunciad;" but he had the fate of " Cassandra." 
I gave no credit to his prediction, till in time I 
saw it accomplished. The shafts of satire were 
directed equally in vain against Gibber and Os- 
borne ;t being repelled by the impenetrable im- 
pudence of one, and deadened by the impassive 
dulness of the other. Pope confessed his own pain 
by his anger; but he gav^ no pain to those who 
had provoked him. He was able to hurt none but 
^ himself; by transferring the same ridicule from 
I one to another, he reduced himself to the insig- 
I nificance of his own magpie, who frcwn bis qj^e 
calls cuckold at a venture. 

Gibber, according to his engagement, repaid the 
" Dunciad" with £^oth$r pamphlet, which. Pope 
said, " would be as good as a dose of hartshorn to 
him ^'* but his tongue and his heart were at vari- 
ance. I have heard Mr. Kichardson relate that 
he attended his father the painter on a visits when 
one. of Gibber's pamphlets came into the hmnds of 
Pppe, wJio said, " These things are my diversion.*' 
Tliey^sat by him while be perused it^ and i^w 
bis features writhing with anguish^ and youDg 
Eichajrdson.gaid to his father, when they returned. 



th^t h^e bop§d to be presen^^c) fi^mraudi diiremon 
as had been that day the lot of Pope. 

l^Tom this time, finding his diseases mwe op* 
pressive, and his vital powers gradually declining, 
he no longer strained his ^.culties with any original 
composition, nor proposed any other employmeikt 
for his remaining life thai^i the revisal and cor- 
rection of his former works ; in which he received 
advice and assistance from Warburton, whom he 
appears to have trusted and honoured in the high* 
est degree. 

He laid aside his Epick Poem, perhaps without ; 
much loss to mankind ; for bis hero was Brutud i 
the Trojan, who, according to ^ ridiculous fiction, . 
established a colony in Britain. The mibject 
therefore was of the fabulous age; the actors 
were a race upon whom imagination has been ex^ 
hausted, and attention wearied, and to whom the 
mind will not easily be recalled, when it is invited 
in blank verse, which Pope had adopted with great j 
imprudence, and, I think, without due consid^^*' ( 
ation of the nature of our language. The sketch 
is, at least in part, preserved by Ruffhead ; by 
which it appears that Pope was thoughtlessenough 
to. model the names of his heroes with t^rminiitioDs 
not consistent with the; time, or country in ^wiiich 
he places them. u.. 

He; lingered through the next year ; but par,, 
ceived himself, as he expresses, it^ ^^ going do^wn 
the^ill.'* He had for at least iflj^ year^'beto 
a£ilicte4 with an a&^hma> and atber disorders, wiilch 
bis physicians were unable to relieve. Towards 
tbp end oi hi^ life hej consulted Dr. Thomson, a 
man who had, by large pronuses, and free cenimres 
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of the cotnimm practice t)f physick, forced Mmself 
up into sudden reputation. Thomson declared his 
distemper to be a dropsy, and evacuated part o£ 
the water by tincture of jalap ; but confessed that 
his belly did not subside. Thomson had many 
enemies, and Pope was persuaded to dismiss him. 
While he was yet capable of amusement and 
conversation, as he was one day sitting in the air 
with Lord Bolingbroke and Lord Marchmont, he 
saw his favourite Martha Blount at the bottom of 
the terrace, and asked Lord Bolingbroke to go 
jmd hand her up. Bolingbroke, not liking his 
errand, crossed his legs and sat still; but Lord 
Marchmont, who was younger and less captious, 
waited on the lady, who, when he came to her, 
Wked, ^ What, is he not dead yet?'* She is said 
jto have neglected him with shameful unkindness, 
in the latter time of his decay; yet, of the little 
which he had to leave she had a very great part. 
Their acquaintance began early ; the life of each 
was pictured on the other's mind ; their conver- 
sation therefore was endearing, for when they 
met, there was an immediate coalition of congaoial 
notions. Perhaps he considered her unwillingness 
to approach the t^hamber of sickness as female 
weakness, or human frailty; perh^ he was co^ 
scions to himself of peevishness and impatiebee^: 
or, tifeough be was offisndad by her itiattentiooi , 
mgkt yet consider her merit its pvefbalancing bi^ 
iMidb; Mdf if he iMid m^lkmA fek heart to ^ 
aMoMtod from fa^r, be eeuld have found nothing . ^ 
duU; m%ht fiM her place; he could have only 
aturunk witibin himself; it was too late to transfer 
hk& ccmfidence or fondness* 



the 6th he wto all day delirious, which he men- 
txDned four days afterwards as a sufficient humi^ 
liiition of the vanity of man j he afterwards com* 
plained of seeing things as through a curtain, and 
in false colours^ a)nd one day, in the preseiiice of 
Dbdsley, asked what arm it was that came out 
from the waH. He said that his greatest inc(m* 
venience was inability to think. 

BoKngbroke Sometimes Wept ovei* him in thin 
state of helpless decay; and being told by Spence, 
ihst Pope, at the intermission of his deliriousness, 
was always saying something kind either of his 
present or sibsenf friends, and that his humanity 
seemed to have survived his understanding, an- 
sw^ed, " It has so/' And added, " I never in 
my life knew a man that had so tender a heart for 
his particular friends, or more general friendship 
for mankind/* At another time he said, " I have 
known Pope these thirty years, and value myseW 

more in his frieildship than*' His grief thair' 

siippressed his voice. 

Pope expressed undoubting confidence of a fui ^ 
tute litate. - B^ing asked by his friettd M^. Hopke» * 
a t^apist, whether be would not die like his fi^er J 
andr mother, and whether a piiest should 4Wt' be^ 
caUeet, he answered, *• i do not thinks it essentia, • 
but it Witt be very xiglft i and' I- thank yeu fear* 
pOttlqgifieln^riHildirtfit/'- ^ ,.. /. . ^ 

thff last sicrairtents, 'he-saW,^^THet* is itottimg^ 

• •, ^ ■ ^-r . ' -^ . . 4 - - • ■ ■ ■ ^y'i 
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that is meritorious but virtue and ftiefidsbip ; and 
indeed friendship itself is only a part of virtue/' 

He died in the evening of the thirtieth day of 
May, 1744, so placidly, that the attendants did not 
discern the exact time of his expiration. He was 
buried at Twickenham, near his father and mother, 
where a monument has been erected to him by his 
commentator, the Bishop of Gloucester. 

He left the care of his papers to his executors ; 
first to Lord Bolingbroke ; and, if he should not be 
living, to the Earl of Marchmont; undoubtedly 
expecting them to be proud of the trust, and eager' 
to extend his fame. But let no man dream of in- 
fluence beyond his life. After a decent time, Dod- 
sley the bookseller went to solicit preference as 
the publisher, and was told that the parcel had 
not been yet inspected; and, whatever was the 
reason, the world has been disappointed of what 
was " reserved for the next age.'* 

He lost, indeed, the fayour of Bolingbroke by a 
kind of posthumous offence. The political pam- 
phlet called " The Patriot King*' had been put 
into his hands that he might procure the impres- 
sion of a very few copies, to be distributed, ac- 
cording to the author's direction, among his friends, 
and Pope assured him that no more had been printed 
than were allowed ; but, soon after his death, the 
printer brought and resigned a complete edition of 
fifteen hundred copies, which Pope had ordei^d 
him to print, and retain in secret. He kept, as 
was observed, his engagement to Pope better than 
Pope had kept it to his friend j and nothing was 
known of the transaction, till, upon the death of 



his employer, he thought himself obliged to deliver 
the books to the right owner, who, with great in- 
dignation, made a fire in his yard, and delivered 
the whole impression to the flames. 

Hitherto nothing had been done which was not , 
naturally dictated by resentment of viola'ted faith; / 
resentment more acrimonious, as the violator had 
been more loved or more trusted. But here the / 
Wger might have stopped; the injury was private,; 
and there was little danger from the example. 

Bolingbroke, however, was not yet satisfied; bis 
thirst of vengeance excited him to blast the memory 
of the man over whom he had wept in his last 
struggles; and he employed Mallet, another friend 
of Pope, to tell th$ tale to the publick, with all its 
aggravations. Warburton, whose heart was warm 
with his legacy, and tender by the recent separa- 
tion, thought it proper for him to interpose; and 
undertook, not indeed to vindicate the action, for ^ 
breach of trust has always something criminal, but ] 
to extenuate it by an apology. Having advanced ^ 
what cannot be denied, that moral obliquity is ' 
made more or less excusable by the motives that 
produce it, he inquires what evil purpose could 
Mve induced Pope to break his promise. He 
.could not dehght his vanity by usurping the work, 
which, though not sold in shops, had been shown 
to a number more than sufficient to preserve the 
author's claim ; he could not gratify his avarice, 
for he could not sell his plunder till Bolingbroke 
was dead ; and even then, if the copy was left to 
another, his fraud would be defeated, and if left 
to himself would be useless. 

l2 
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Warburton therefore supposes, with great ap- 
pearance of reason, that the irregularity of hi* 
conduct proceeded wholly from his zeal for Bo* 
lingbroke, who might perhaps have destroyed the 
pampWet, which Pope thought it his duty to pre- 
serve, even without its author's approbation, Td 
this apology an answer was written in " A letter 
to the most impudent man living.*' 

He brought some reproach upon his own memory 
by the petulant and contemptuous mention mad^ 
in his will of Mr. Allen, and an affected repayment 
of his benefactions. Mrs. Blount, as the known 
friend and favourite of Pope, had been invited to 
jthe house of Allen, where she comported herself 
with such indecent arrogance, that she parted from 
j Mrs. Allen in a state of irreconcileable dislike, and 
the door was for ever barred against her. This 
exclusion she resented with so much bitterness as 
to refuse any legacy from Pope, unless he left the 
world with a disavowal of obligation to Allen. 
Having been long under her dominion, now tot- 
tering in the decline of life, and unable to resist 
the violence of her temper, or perhaps, with the 
prejudice 6f a lover, persuaded that she had suf- 
freed improper treatment, he complied with her 
demand, and polluted his will with female resent- 
ment. AUen accepted the legacy, which he gaviet 
to the Hospital at Bath, observing that Pope was 
always a bad accomptant, and that, if to 150l. he 
had put a cipher more, he had come nearer to thfe 
truth*. 

* This account of the difference between Pope and Mr. Allen 
is not so circumstantial as it was in Johnson's power to hare made 
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Tsffj pers(0i of Popje is yrell known m>t to bave 
hem fo^me^iby the nicest model. He has, in his 
oeicount of the "Little Club,'* compared himself 
to a spider, aiKl by another is described as pjrotei- 
beraot b^iod and before. He is said to have 
been beautiful in his infancy-, but he was of a 
constitution originally feeble and weak ; and, as 
b(Qdie3 of & tender frame are easily distorted, his 
deformity was probably in part the effect of his 
application. His stature was so low, that, to bring 
bif» to a level with common tables, it was necessary 
to raise bis seat. But h}& face was not displeasing, 
and his eyes were animated and vivid. 

it. T4ie psoticpl^rs communicated to. him couGerning it he was 
too indolent Uy commit to writing : the business of this note is to 
supply his omissions. 

Upon an invitation in which Mrs. Blount was included, Mr. 
Pope made a visit to Mr. AUea at Prior-^paric> and having occasion 
to go to Brist^L for a few days^ )sft Mrs. Blount behind him. In 
bis absence M^. Blount, who was of the Romish persuasion, sig- 
nified an inclination to go to the Popish chapel at Bath, and de- 
sired of Mr. Allen the use of his chariot for the purpose ; but he, 
being at that time mayor of the city, suggested the impropriety 
of having bis. carriage seen at ^e door of a place of woK^ip^ to 
which as a magistrate he wasr at least restrained &om ^viug a 
sapction, aijd W^t be required to suppre^, and therefore desired 
to be excused. Mrs. Blount resented this refusal, and told Pope 
of it at his return, and so infected him with her rage that they 
both left ^e house abruptly. 

An instance of tb^ like iiegtigeiH» iBay be noted in jm jjda^^ 
cf Pops'^ love <>f f^\iog,iifhicjik^^ differs much fro^ the informa- 
ti<^n I gf^ye JjiijQ on th^.t ;head. A picture of Betterton, certainly 
copied from Kneller by Pope, Lord Mansfield once showed me at 
Kenwood-house, adding, that it was the only one he ever fifnJshed* 
fern thati the w^a^iess of hjb eyes was- an obstruction to his use of 
, thepipp^l . , : . 
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By natural deformity, or accidental dist6rtion, 
his vital functions were so much disordered, that 
his life was a " long disease/* His most frequeilt 
assailant was^;he headach, which he used to relieve 
by inhaling the steam of coffee, which he very fre- 
quently required. 

Most of what can be told concerning his petty 
peculiarities was communicated by a female do^ 
mestick of the Earl of Oxford, who knew him per- 
haps after the middle of life. He was then so weak 
as to stand in perpetual need of female attendance ; 
extremely sensible of cold, so that he wore a kind 
of fur doublet, under a shirt of a very coarse warm 
linen with fine sleeves. When he rose, he was 
invested in boddice made of stiff canvas, being 
scarcely able to hold himself erect till they were 
laced, and he then put on a flannel waistcoat. 
One side was contracted. His legs were so slender, 
that he enlarged their bulk with three pair of stock* 
ings, which were drawn on and off by the maid ; 
for he w^s not able to dress or undress himself, 
and neither went to bed nor rose without help. 
His weakness made it very difficult for him to be 
clean. 

His hair had fallen almost all away; and he 
used to dine sometimes with Lord Oxford, pri- 
vately, in a velvet cap. His dress of ceremony 
was black, with a tie-wig, and a little sword. 

The indulgence and accommodation which his 
/sickness required, had taught liim all the unpleasing 
I and unsocial qualities of a valetudinary man. He 
' expected that every thing should give way to his 
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ease or humour^ as a child, whose pleats will not 
hear her crjr, has an unresisted dominion in the 
fiuirsery. 

C'est que Venhnt toiijours jest homme, 
Cest que rhomme est toujours enfant. 

When he wanted to sleep he " nodded in com- 
pany ;'* and once slumbered at his own table while 
the Prince of Wales was talking of poetry. 

The reputation which his friendship gave pro- 
cured him many invitations ; but he was a very 
troublesome inmate. He brought no servant, and 
had so many wants, that a numerous attendance 
was scarcely able to supply them. Wherever he 
was, he left no room for another, because he ex- 
acted the attention, and employed the activity of 
the whole family. His errands were so frequent 
and frivolous, that the footoien in time avoided 
and neglected him ; and the Earl of Oxford dis- 
charged some of his servants for their resolute re- 
fusal of his messages. The maids, when they had 
neglected their business, alleged that they had been 
employed by Mr. Pope. One of his constant de- 
mands was of coffee in the night, and to the woman 
that waited on him in his chamber he was very 
burthensome : but he was careful to recompense 
her want of sleep ; and Lord Oxford^s servant de- 
clared, that in the house where her business was to 
answer his call, she would not ask for wages. 

He had another fault, easily incident to those 
who, suffering much pain, think themselves en- 
titled .to what pleasures they can snatch. He was 
top indulgent to his appetite : he loved meat highly 
seasoned and of strong taste ; and, at the intervals 
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of the table, aniiu®^ himself wi^ l»soi|Us and^y 
conserves; If he sat domi to a variety of ^^les^ 
he would oppress his stomach with repletion ; and 
though he seemed angry wheli' a: dr^m Was offered 
him, did not forbear to drink it. His friends, who 
knew the avenues to his heart, pampered him with 
presents of luxury, which he did not suffer tostan4 
I neglected. The death of great men is not always 
proportioned to the lustre of their lives. Hannibal, 
says Juvenal, did not perish by the javdin or tiic 
sword } the slaughters of Cannae were rev^iged by 
a ring. The death of Pope was imputed, by some 
of his friends, to a silver saucepan, in which it was 
his deliglvt to eat potted lampreys. 

That he loved too well to eat, is certain ; but 
that his sensuality shortened his life will not be 
hastily concluded, when it is remembered that 
a conformation so irregular lasted six and fifty 
years, notwithstanding such pertinacious diligence 
of study and meditation. 

^ In all his intercourse with mankind, he had greai 
delight in artifice, and endeavoured to attain all 
his purposes by indirect and unsuspected metfacMis. 
" He hardly drank tea without a stratagem.'* If, 
at the house of friends, he wanted any accommo- 
dation, he was not willing to ask for it in plain 
terms, but would mention it remotely as something 
convenient; though, wlien it was prepared, he 
soon made it appear for whose sake it had been 
recommended. Thus he teazed Lord Orrery till 
he obtained a screen. He practised his arts on 
such small occasions, that Lady Bolingbrake va&i 
to say, in a French phrase, that ^* he played the 
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justifiable jia)p:^9M>n of the ^^Patript King/* as it 
c»n be attriUtfteql Jo qo particular motive, must 
bate proceeded from his gen^^al habit of secFJ^cy 
and cunning ; he caught an opportunity of a sly 
trick, and pleased himself with the thought of out- 
witting Bolingbrofee, 

In familiar or convivial conversation, it does not 
sq^pear that he exceUed. He may be said to hav^ 
resembled Dryden, as being not one that wa3 
distinguished by vivacity in company. It is re- 
markable that, so near his time, so much should be 
known of what he has written, and so little of what 
he has said : traditional memory retains no sallies 
of raillery, nor sentences of observation ; nothing 
either pointed or solid, either wise or merry. One 
apophthegm only stands upon record. When an 
objection, raised against his inscription for Shak- 
speare, was defended by the authority of " Pa- 
trie^,'* he rq[)lied, " horresco referens,*' that " he 
wjQuld allow the publisher of a dictionary to know 
the meaning of a single word, but not of two wordsj 
put together.*' 

He was fretful and easily displeased, and allowed 
himself to be capriciously resentful. He would 
sometimes leave Lord Oxford silently, no one could 
tell why, and was to be courted back by more let- 
ters and messa^s than the footmen were willing 
t^ cafry. The table was indeed infested by L^dy 
Mary Wortley, who was the friend of Lady Oxr 
ford, and who, knowing his peevishness, could by 
no en.treaties be restrained from contradicting hini, 
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till their disputes were sharpened to smdi ai^rityy 
that one or the other quitted the house. 

He sometimes condescended to be jocular with 
servants or inferiors ; but by no merriment, either 
of others or his own, was he ever seen excited to 
laughter. 

Of his domestick character, frugality was a part 
eminently remarkable. Having determined not 
to be dependent, he determined not to be in want, 
and therefore wisely and magnanimously rejected 
all temptations to expense unsuitable to his fortune. 
This general care must be universally approved ; 
/ but it sometimes appeared in petty artifices of par- 
simony, such as the practice of writing his com* 
positions on the back of letters, as may be seen in 
the remaining copy of the " Iliad,'* by which per- 
haps in five years five shillings were saved ; or in 
a niggardly reception of his friends, and scantiness 
of entertainment, as, when he had two guests in 
his house, he would set at supper a single pint 
upon the table ; and, having himself taken two 
small glasses, would retire and say, " Gentlemen, 
I leave you to your wine/' Yet he tells his friends, 
that " he has a heart for all, a house for all, and, 
whatever they may think, a fortune for all." 

He sometimes, however, made a splendid dinner, 
and is said to have wanted no part of the skill or 
elegance which such performances require. That 
this magnificence should be often displayed, that 
obstinate prudence with which he conducted his 
affairs would not permit ; for his revenue, certain 
and casual, amounted only to about eight hundred 
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pounds a year, of wWdi, howe^rer, he dedoKsliHn- 
self able to assign one hundred to charity*. 

Of this fortune, which, as it arose from publick 
approbation, was very honourably obtained, his 
imagination seems to have been too full : it would 
be hard to find a man, so well entitled to notice by ; 
his wit, that ever delighted so much in talking of 
his money. In his Letters, and in his poems, his 
garden and his grotto, his quincunx and his vines, 
or some hints of his opulence, are always to be 
found. The great topick of his ridicule is poverty; 
the x^rimes with which he reproaches his antagonists 
are their debts, their habitation in the Mint, and 
their want of a dinner. He seems to be of an • 
opinion not very uncommon in the world, that to 
want money is to want every thing. 

Next to the pleasure of contemplating his pos- 
sessions, seems to be that of enumerating the men 
of high rank with whom he was acquainted, and 
whose notice he loudly proclaims not to have been ' 
obtained by any practices of meanness or servility; 
a boast which was never denied to be true, aiid to 
which very few poets have ever aspired. Pope 
never set genius to sale ; he never flattered those > 
whom he did not love, or praised those whom he 
did not esteem. Savage, however, remarked, that v 
he began a little to relax his dignity when he wrote ; 
a distich for " his Highnesses dog.*' 

* Part of it arose from an annuity of two hundred pounds a 
year, which he had purchased either of the last Duke of Buck- 
inghamshire, or the Dutchess his mdther, and which was charged 
on some estate of that family. The deed by which it was granted 
was some years in my custody. 



14^ ^OTB. 

. I|i^ adrait^iipn of the Great seems to have in* 
creased in the advance of life. He p^sed over 
pt^jrs and statesmen to inscribe his " Iliad'* to 
Cdngreve, with a ma^gnammity of which the praise 
had been complete, had his friend's virtue been 
equal to his wit. Why Jjie was chosen for so great 
9,n hoixour, it is not ttow possible to know ; there is 
no trace in literary history of any particular inti* 
macy between them. The name of Congreve ap- 
pears in the Letters among those of his other 
friends, but without any observable distinction or 
consequence. 

To his latter works, however, he took care to 
annex names dignified with titles, but was not 
very happy in his choice ; for, except Lord Ba- 
th urst, none of his noble friends were such as that 
a good man would wish to have his intimacy with 
them known to posterity : he can derive little ho- 
noi^r from the notice of Cobha^, Burlington, or 
Bdingbroke. 

Of his social qualities, if an estimate be mad^ 
from his Letters, an opinion too favourable cannot 
easily be formed; they exhibit a perpetual and 
unclouded effulgence of general benevoloQce, ottd 
particular fondness. There is notlung but liberal- 
My* gratitude, constancy, and tenderness. Jt has 
been so long said as to be commonly believed, that 
the true characters of men may be found in theif 
letters, and that he wfaa writes to Ins irm\d layp 
hu* hetart open before him. - But thettijuth ii8»?'|l«t 
suclii wene the simply fe-ien4dWps of th^ " Oolde* 
J\ge," and aie »Qw the &ijgtt<febip$iOijiy pf childre»^ 
<Ve^y &w<C5Ui boast of heai^tSrwW^h tk^y^^M^^y 



open to thems^es, and of which, by whatevier 
auxideiit exposed, they dd not shun a distinct bAA 
continued view ; and, certainly, what we hidefroiri 
ourjielves we do not show to our friends. There 
is, indeed, no transaction which offers stronger 
temptations to Mlacy and sophistication than 
epistolary intercourse. In tlie eagerness of con* 
versation the ftrst emotions of the mind often burst 
oat before they are ckmsidered ; in the tumult of 
bui^ness, interest and passion have their genuine 
effec*; bu* a friendly letter is a calm and de* 
Kfterdte performance in the cool of leisure, in the 
stilhfess of solitude, and surely no man sits down 
to depreciate by design his own character. 

Fiiendship his no tendency to secure veracity; 
for by whom can a man so much wish to be thought 
better than he is, as by him whose kindness he de- 
sires to gain or keep ? Even in writing to the world 
there is less constraint ; the author is not confronted 
with his reader, and takes his chance of appro- 
bation among the different dispositions of mankind; 
but a letter is addressed to a single mind, of which 
the prejudices and partialities are known ; and musk 
therefore please, if not by favouring them, by for- 
bearing to oppose them. 

To charge those favourable representations^ 
whi^h men give of their own minds, with the guilt 
of hypocritical falsehood, would show more severity 
than knowledge. The writer commonly believes 
himself* Almost every man's thoughts, while they 
are general, are right ; and most hearts are pure^ 
while temptation is away. It is easy to awaken 
generous SCTitiments in privacy ; to despise d^ath 
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when there is no danger ; to glow with benevolence 
when there is nothing to be given. While such 
ideas are formed they are felt ; and self-love does 
not suspect the gleam of virtue to be the meteor 
of fancy. 

If the letters of Pope are considered merely as 
compositions, they seem to be premeditated and 
artificial. It is one thing to write, because there 
is smnething which the mind wishes to discbarge ; 
and another to sdicit the imagination, because 
ceremony or vanity requires something to be 
written. Pope confesses his early letters to be 
vitiated with c^ctation and ambition: to know 
whether he disentangled himself from these per- 
verters of epistolary integrity, his book and his life 
must be set in comparison. 

One of his favourite topicks is contempt of his 
own poetry. For this, if it had been real, he 
would deserve no commendation ; and in this he 
was certainly not sincere, for his high value of 
himself was sufficiently observed; and of what 
could he be proud but of his poetry?. He writes^ 
he says, when " he hasjiKt nothing else to do;^' 
yet Swift complains that he was never at leispte 
for conversation, because he " had always some 
poetical scheme in his head." It was piinctually 
required that his writing box should be set upon 
his bed before he rose; and Lord Oxford's do- 
mestick related, that, in the dreadful winter t£ 
Forty she was called from her bed by him fouir 
times in one night, to supply him with paper, le»k 
he should los^ a tJiought. ' * 

Ke' pretends insensibility to censure and cri- 
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ticism, though it was observed by ati who knew 
him that every pamphlet disturbed his quiet, and 
that his extreme irritability laid him open to per- 
petual vexation ; but he wished to despise hi« 
criticks, and therefore hoped that he did despise 
tkem. 

As he happened to live in two reigns when the 
court paid little attention to poetry, he nursecj in 
his mind a foolish disesteem of kings, and pro- 
claims that ** he never sees courts/' Yet a little 
regard shown him by the Prince of Wales melted 
his obduracy ; and he had not much to say when 
he was asked by his Royal Highness, " How he 
could love a Priijce while he disliked Kings ?'' 

He very frequently professes contempt of the 
world, and represents himself *as looking on man- 
kind, sometimes with gay indifference, as on em- 
mets of a hillock, below his serious attention ; and 
sometimes with gloomy indignation, as on moiisters 
more worthy of hatred than of pity. These were 
dispositions apparently counterfeited. How could 
he despise those whom he lived by pleasing, and 
on whose approbation his esteem of himself was 
isuperstrujcted ?, Why should he hate those to whose 
favour he owed his honour and his ease ? Of things 
that terminate in human life, the, world is. it^ 
proper judge: to. despise its sentepce^ if ituvere 
possible, is pot jusjt ; and if it w^j:^ jfi§t, .4^.pat 
possible. Pope was f^r .en^^^^$ry^p^.it^S);Jl% 
r«f^onable ten^perj.he ^^ suffic^en^j (^ufQ^ito 
famej and his fault was, th^t h^ prqtcf^i^fid |a e^-. 
lect it- His levity and his. ^u^e^^ss w^rei pnj^i^ 
hii^ letters •, h? passed tlirough (^ofxxvpif^ l^few scfl^c- 
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tid>es rexed, and sometimes jdeaised, with the 
nMUral Amotions of common men. 

His spom of the Great is repeated too often to 
be real ; no man thinks much of that which be 
deispises ; and as falsehood is klways in dsmger of 
inconsistency, he makes it his boast at another 
time that he lives among them.. 

It is evident that his own importance swells often 
in his mind. He is afraid of writing, lest the clerks 
of the post^ofEce should know his secrets j he has 
mnBj^nemies ; he considei*s himself as surrounded 
by universal jealousy : " after many dearths, and 
many dispersions, two or three of us,*' says he, 
** may still be brought together, not to plot, tet 
to divert ourselves, and the world too, if it 
pleases ;** and they can live together, and " show 
what friends wits may be, in spite of all the fook 
in the world.'* All this while it was likely that 
the clerks did not know his hand ; he cerl^ly 
had no more eoethies than a puhUck ohara<!tter iikif 
his inevitably excites ; and with what degr^^isf 
friendship the wits might live, very few were so 
much focis as ever to inquire. 

Some part of this pretended discontent he leaned 
fwrni Swift, and expresses it, I think, most fee*- 
ipiently in his correspondence with him. Swift's 
resentment was unreasonable, but it was sincere; 
Pope's was the mere mimickry of his friend, a 
fictitious part which he began to play before it 
bMame htifb When be wa3 only twenty-five yiNsrs 
old, be related \kat ^^ a glut of stady and retire- 
meat bad throwtt hiih on the World, V and thafc 
latere was dangfer lest **^a glut of thtf world ibbaM 
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throw him bacik upon study and retirement/' To 
this Swift answered with great propriety/ that Pope 
had not yet acted or suffered enough in the world 
4:o have become weary of it. And, indeed, it must 
have been some very powerful reason that can 
drive back to solitude him who has once enjoyed 
the pleasures of society. 

In the Letters both of Swift and Pope there 
appeai*s such narrowness of mind, as makes them 
insensible of any excellence that has not some af- 
finity with their own, and confines their esteem 
and approbation to so small a number, that who^ 
ever should form his opinion of their age from 
their representation, would suppose them to have 
lived amidst ignorance and barbarity, unable to 
find among their contemporaries either virtue or 
intelligence, and persecuted by those that could 
not understand them. 

When Pope murmurs at the world, when he 
professes ^^^ntempt of fame, when he speaks of 
riches and poverty, of success and disappointment, 
with negligent indifference, he certainly does not 
express his habitual and is^ttled resentment^ but 
either wilfully disguises his own character, or, 
what is more likely, invests himself with tem«* 
porary qualities, and sdlies out in the coIourB of 
the preseiit' moment. His hof^s ai^'&ars^ his 
joys «nd sorrows, acted strongly upon Jns B&kid^ 
and, if he diSered frcw^o^tbcirs^ it^was m^ hyScMm 
ksmess i he mm iriifoUk ^ilvijrtdiitM |^: hiau juba^ 
ligmty to :^U%s, wh<Np Ae toi iimt jma&.M^ 
diculaiif^ apd ^m ha,^ fytti htmg zngtfr Jcom 
^ued t4K^ k)«^ Ofvjhfs v*in dj^e to raidce 
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Bentley ccmtemptible) I never heard any adequate 
reason. He was sometimes wantoii in his attacks ; 
and, before Chandos, Lady Wortley, and HilU*was 
mean in his retreat. 

The virtues which seem to have had most of his 
affection were liberality and fidelity of friendship, 
in which it does not appear that he was other than 
he describes himself. His fortune did not suffer 
his character to be splendid and conspicuous ; but 
he assisted Dodsley with a hundred pounds, that 
he might open a shop ; and, of the subscription cf 
forty pounds a year that he raised for Savage, 
twenty were paid by himself. He was accused of 
loving money j but his love was eagerness to gain, 
not solicitude to keep it. 

In the duties of friendship he was zealous and 
constant ; his early maturity of mind commonly 
united him with men older than himself; and therer 
fore, without attaining any considerable length of 
life, he saw many companions of his youth sink 
into the grave ; hut it does not appear that he lost 
a single friend by coldness or by injury ; tho^ who 
loved him once, continued their kindness. Hip 
ungrateful mention of Allen in his will, wqs th^ 
effect of his adherence to.gne whom he had known 
much longer, and whom he natursdly loved with 
greater fondness. His violation of the trust re^ 
posed in him by Bolingbroke could have no i»ativ« 
inconujMent with the warmest aiection i he eiSh« 
thought the action so. near to indiiQ^iient iJmt M 
forgot it or solaudiable, that he f$:^peeled his friend 
to approve it. 

It was reported^ with such confidence as itlmosi 



to enforce belief, that in the papers intrusted to 
his executors; was found a defamatory Life oif 
Swift, which he had prepared as an instrument of 
vengeance, to be used if any provocation should be 
€ver given. About this I inquired of the Earl of 
Marchmont, who assured me that no such piece 
was among his remains. 

The religion in which he lived and died was that 
of the Church of Rome, to which, in his corre- 
spondence with Racine he professes himself a sin- 
cere adherent. That he was not scrupulously 
pious in some part of his life, is known by many 
idle and indecent applications of sentences taken 
from the Scriptures ; a mode of merriment which 
a good man dreads for its profaneness, and a witty 
man disdains for its easiness and vulgarity. But 
to whatever levities he has been betrayed, it does 
not appear that his principles were ever corrupted, 
or that he ever lost his belief of revelation. The 
positions which he transmitted from Bolingbroke | 
he seems not to have understood, and was pleased ' 
with an interpretation that made them orthodox. 

A man of such exalted superiority, and so little 
moderation, would naturally have all his delin- / 
quencies observed and aggravated: those whoj 
could not deny that he was excellent, would re- 
joice to find that he was not perfect. ;, 
" Perhaps it may be imputed to the unwillingness 
ypith'which the same man is allowed to possess 
WaA^ ^y^nlagesV tha^^ has been de- 
j^tedafed. He certainly was, in his early life, a 
man of great Uteraty curiosity; and, when he wrote 
his ** Essay on Criticism,*' had, for his age, a very 
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wide acquaintance with books. When he entered 
into the living world, it seems to have happened 
to him as to many others, that he was less at- 
tentive to dead masters j he studied in the academy 
of Paracelsus, and made the universe his favourite 
volume. He gathered his notions fresh from 
reality, not from the copies of authors, but the 
originals^ of nature. Yet there is no reason to 
believe that literature ever lost his esteem ; he al- 
ways professed to love reading ; and Dobson, 
who spent some time at his house translating his 
" Essay on Man,** when I asked him what learning 
he found him to possess, answered, " More than I 
expected." His frequent references to history^ 
lis allusions to various kinds of knowledge, and 
his images selected from art and nature^ ^th his 
/observations on the operations of the mind and 
the modes of life, show an intelligence perpetually 
on the wing, excursive, vigorous, and diligent, 
I eager to pursue knowledge, and attentive to retain 
it. 

From this curiosity arose the desire of travelling, 
to which he alludes in his verses to Jervas, and 
which, though he never found an opportunity to 
gratify it, did not leave him till his life declined. 

Of his intellectual character, the constituent and 
fundamental principle was good sense, a prompt 
and intuitive perception of consonance and pro- 
priety. He saw immediately, of his own con- 
ceptions, what was to be chosen, and what to be 
rejected i and, in the works of others, what was to 
be shunned^ and what was to be copied.-* 

But good sensie alone is a sedate and quiescent 
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quality, which manages its possessions well, but 
does not increase them ; it collects few materials 
for its own operations, and preserves safety, but 
never gains supremacy. Pope had likewise genius j 
a mind active, ambitious, and adventurous, always 
investigating, always aspiring ; in its widest searches 
still longing to go forward, in its highest flights j 
still wishing to be higher ; always imagining some- 
thing greater than it knows, always endeavouring ; 
more than it can do. 

To assist these powers, he is said to have had 
great strength and exactness of memory. That 
which he had heard or read was not easily lost ; 
and he had before him not only what his own me- 
ditations suggested, but what he had found in 
other writers that might be accommodated to his 
present purpose. 

These benefits of nature he improved by in- \ 
cessant and unwearied diligence ; he had recourse ' 
to every source of intelligence, and lost no op- 
portunity of information ; he consulted the living , 
99 well as the dead; he read his compositicms to 
his friends, and was never content with mediocrity 
when excellence could be attained. He considered 
poetry as the business of his life ; and, however he 
might seem to lament his occupation, he followed 
it with constancy; to make verses was his first 
labour, and to mend them was his last. 

From his attention to poetry he was never di- 
verted. If conversation offered any thing that 
could be improved, he committed it to paper ; if 
a thought, or perhaps an expression more happy 
than was common, rose to his mind, he. was aire- 
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fill to write it; an independe&t distich was pre^ 
served for an opportunity of insertion; and senna 
little fragments have been found contsdning Unes, 
or parts of lines, to be wrought upon at sosae other 
time. 

He was onie of those few whose labour is their 
pleasure: he was never elevated to negligencey 
nor wearied to impatience; he never passed a fault 
unamended by indiflference, nor quitted it by de- 
spair. He laboured his works first to gain re* 
|)utation, and afterwards to keep it. 

Of composition th^re are different methods. 
Some employ at once memory and invention, and, 
with little intermediate use of the pen, form |md 
polish large masses by continued meditation, and 
write their produ<^ions only when, in their own 
opinion, they have completed them. It is related 
of Vii^il, that his custcun was to pour out a great 
number of verses in the morning, and pass the day 
in retrenching exuberances and correcting inac- 
curacies. The method of P<^, as may be col- 
lected from his translation, was to write his first 
Noughts in his first words, and gradually to am- 
plify, decorate, rectify, and refine them* 

With such faculties, and such dispositions, he 
excelled every other writer in po^ical prudence ; 
he wrote in such a manner as might expoiEie him 
to few hazards* He used almost always &e same 
fidbrick of verse ; and, indeed, by those few essays 
which he made of any other, he did not eDhu*g^ 
his Imputation. Of this uniformity the certain cpn^ 
seqixenoe was readiness wd dexterity. By per- 
pietcial practice, kng^age had, in hif mind, a 
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ajrst^nt^ical arrangetoent ; having always the same 
use for words, he had words so seltoted and corn^ 
biaed as to be ready at his call. This increase of 
facility he confessed himself to have perceived in 
the progress of his translation. 

But what was yet of more importance, his ef* 
fusions were always voluntary, and his subjects 
chosen by himself His independence secured him 
froiB drudging at a task, and labouring upon a 
barren topick : he never exchanged praise for 
money, nor opened a shop of condolence or con- 
gratulation. His poems, therefore, were scarcely 
ever temporary. He suffered coronaticms and 
royal marriages to pass withmit a song ; and de« 
rived no opportunities from recent events, nor any 
populvity &om the accidental disposition of his 
re&ders. He was never reduced to the necessity 
of soliciting the sun to diine upon a birth-day, of 
calling the graces and virtues to a wedding, or 
of saying what multitudes have said before him. 
When he could produce nothing new, he was at 
liberty to be silent. 

His pubUcations were for the same reason never 
hasty. He is said to have sent nothing to the press 
till it had ban two years under his im^ctioQ : it 
is at ieast certain, that he ventured nothing witii- 
out nice ex^nination. He su£fered the tumult of 
imagraation to subside, and the noydties of in- 
vention to grow fiunitiar. He knew that the mind 
is always enamoured of its own prodnctioiB, and 
did not trust bis first fondness. He consulted his 
friends^ and listened with great wiHingness^ to 
evitiolsm j andi» what was of more importance, lie 
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ootwulted himself, and let nothing pas^ against hi^ 
own judgement. 

He professed to have learned his poetry ffom 
Dryden, whom, whenever an opportunity was pie- 
sentedy he praised throu^ his whole li£? with un- 
varied liberality; and p^haps his character may 
receive some illustration, if he be compared with 
his master. 

Integrity of understanding and nicety of discem- 
/ ment were not allotted in a less proportion to Dry- 
den than to Pope. The rectitude of Dryden*s 
mind was sulBSciently shown by the dismission of 
his poetical prejudices, and the rejection of unna- 
tural thoughts and rugged numbers. But Dryden 
never desired to agply all the judgement that he 
bad. He wrote, and professed to write, merely 
for the people ; imd when he pleased others, Ive 
contented bimsdf He spent no time in struggtos 
to rouse latent powers; he never attempted to 
make that better which was already good, nor often 
to mend what he must have known to be faulty. 
He wrote, as he tells us, with very little consider- 
ation ; when occasion or necessity called upon him, 
he poured out what the present moment happened 
to supply, and, when once it had passed the press, 
ejected it from his mind; for, when he had i^o pe- 
cuniary interest, he had no further solicitude. 

Pppe was not content to satiny ; he desired to 
e^el, ,and therefore always endeaveiired to doiits 
hfiHe i b^ did not court the candour, but dared the 
jttdgemeBt of his reader, and, expectingno indrf- 
g^npe from .others, he showed Jtione to himsdifir He 
ewimiied lines »id words with minute andpnac^ 



^ous ob8ervati(Hi, and retcniefaed every part miik 
indefatigable diligence, till be bad left nothing to 
be forgiven. 

For tbis reason be kept bis pieces very long iA 
his hands, while he considered and reconsidered 
them. The only poems which can be supposed tt) 
have been written with such regard to the times 
as might hasten tbeir publication, were the two 
satires of " Thirty-eight ;'* of which Dodsley told 
me, that they were brought to him by the author, 
that they might be fairly copied. " Almost every 
line,'* he said, **was then written twice over; il 
gave him a clean transcript, which he sent somfe 
time afterwards to me for the press, with almocA 
every line written twice over a second time.** 

His declaration, that his care for his works ceased 
at their piJ[>Ucati9n, wi^ not strictly true. His pd- 
lintel i^tentiim^Dfirverittbafilloiied thein; M^hat he 
found amiss in the first edition, he silently corrected 
in those that followed. He appears to have revised 
the " Iliad,** and freed it from some of its imper- 
fections ; and the " Essay on Criticism** received 
many improvements after its first appearance. It 
will seldom be found that he altered without adding 
clearness, elegance, or vigour. Pope had perhaps 
the judgement of Dryden; but Dryden certa^ly 
wanted the diligence! €<^ Pope. id 

In acquired knowledge, the superiority must be 
allowed to Dryden, whose education was more 
acfa^lastick, and who before he became ^n authdr 
had beeu^dlowed more^ tjmeibr jstudy, with better 
means of infonxiation. ; Hcs mind has a lai^er 
range, and he collects his: images a»d iUu:strations 
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tltom a mOTe exteofiive circumference oi scieiice» 
Dryden knew more of man in his general natUre» 
and Pope in his local manners. The notions of 
Dryden were formed by comprehensive specula- 
tion; and those of Pc^e hy minute attention. 
There is more dignity in the knowledge of Dry* 
den, and more certainty in that of Pope. 

Poetry was not the sole praise of either ; for 
both excelled likewise in prose ; but Pope did not 
borrow his prose from his predecessor. The style 
of Dryden is capricious and varied ; that of Pope 
is cautious and uniform. Dryden observei^ the 
motions of his own mind; Pope constrains his 
mind to his own rules of composition. Dr3rden is 
sometimes vehement and rapid; Pope is alwap 
femooth, uniform, and gentle. Dryden's page is a 
natural field, rising into inequalities, and diversi- 
fied by the varied exuberance of abundant vegeta- 
tion; Pope's is a velvet lawn, shaven by the scythe, 
and leveled by the roller. 

Of genius, that power which constitutes a poet ; 
that quality without which judgement is cold, and 
knowledge is inert; that energy which collects, 
combines, amplifies, and animates; the superiority 
must, with some hesitation, be allowed to Dryden. 
It is not to be inferred^ that of this poetical vigotir 
Pope had only a little, because Dryden had more$ 
for every other writeir since Milton must ^ve place 
to Pope ; and even of Dryden it must be said, that^ 
if he has brighter paragra{^s, he has not better 
poems. Dryden's performances were always haslj, 
either excited by some external occasion, or ex^ 
torted by d<»nestick necessity; be composed with* 



out consideiatioQ, and pubUsbod without cx)rr^« 
tioQ. Wbat bis mind could supply at call^ or gatber 
in one excursion, was all that be sought, and all 
that be gave. The dilatory caution of Pope en- 
abled bim to condense bis sentiments, to multiply 
his images, and to accumulate all that study might/ 
produce^ or chance might supply. If the flights 
of Dryden therefore are higher. Pope continues^ 
longer on the wing. If of Dryden's fire the blaze 
is brighter, of Pope's the heat is more regular snd 
constant. Dryden often surpasses expectation, 
and Pope never falls below it. Dryden is read 
with frequent astonishment, and Pope with per- 
petual ddight. 

This parallel will, I hope, when it is well con- 
sidered, be found just; and if the reader should 
suspect me, as I suspect myself, of some partial 
fondness for the memory of Dryden, let him not 
too hastily condemn me; for meditation and in« 
quiry may, perhaps, show him the reasonableness 
of my determination. 

The Works of Pope are now to be distinctly 
examined, not so much with attention to slight 
faults or petty beauties, as to the general character 
and effect of each performance. 

It seems natural for a young poet to initiate him* 
self by Pastorals, which, not professing to imitate 
real bfe, require no experience; and, exbibdtinig 
only the simple operation of unmingled passions^ 
admit no subtle reasoning or deep inquiry. Pope's 
pastorals are not however composed but with close 
thought; they have reference to the times of the 
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day, the seasons af the year, and the periods of 
human life. The last, that which turns the atten-* 
tion upon age and death, was the author's favourite. 
To tell of disappointment and misery, to thicken 
the darkness of futurity, and perplex the labyrinth 
of uncertainty, has been always a delicious em- 
ployment of the poets. Hi^ preference was pro- 
bably, just. I wish, however, that his fondness 
had not overlooked a line in which the Zephyrs 
are made to lapient in silence. 

To charge these pastorals with want of invention, 
is to require what was never intended. The imi- 
tations are so ambitiously frequent, that the writer 
evidently means rather to show his literature than 
his wit. It is surely sufficient for an author of six- 
teen, not only to be able to copy the poems of 
antiquity with judicious selection, but to have ob- 
tained sufficient power of language, and skill in 
metre, to exhibit a series of versification, which 
had in English poetry no precedent, nor has since 
b^d an, imitation. , , 

The design of ". Wili<^0i: ^Fpr^st'* is evidently 
derived from " Cooper's Hill,'* with some atten- 
tion to Waller's poem on " The Park;" but Pope 
cannot be denied to excel his masters in variety 
and elegance, and the art of interchanging de- 
scription, narrative, and morality. The objection 
made by Dennis is the want of plan, of a regular 
subordination of parts terminating in the principal 
and original design. There is this want in most 
descriptive poems, because as the scenes, which 
they must exhibit successively, are all subsisting 
at the same time, the order in which they are 



shown must by necessity be arbitrary, and more 
is not to be expected from the last part than from 
the first. The attention, therefore, which cannot 
be detained by suspense, must be excited by di- 
versity, such as his poem offers to its reader. 

But the desire of diversity may be too much in- 
dulged ; the parts of " Windsor Forest** which 
deserve least praise, are those which were added 
to enliven the stillness of the scene, the appear- 
ance of Father Thames, and the transformation of 
Lodona. Addison had in his " Campaign'* de- 
rided the rivers that " rise from their oozy beds*' 
to tell stories of heroes; and it is therefore strange 
that Pope should adopt a fiction not only unna- 
tural but lately censured. The story of Lodona 
ir told with sweetness; but a new metamorphosfe 
is a ready and puerile expedient; nothing is Easier 
than to tell how a flower was once a blooming vir- 
gin, or a rock an obdurate tyrant. 

The " Temple of Fame** has, as Steele warmly 
declared, ** a thousand beauties.** Every part is 
splendid; there is great luxuriance of ornaments; 
the original vision of Chaucer was never denied to 
be much improved ; the allegory is very skilfully 
continued, the imagery is properly selected, and 
learnedly displayed : yet, with all this comprehen- 
sion of excellence, as its scene is laid in remote 
ages, and its sentiments, if the concluding para- 
graph be excepted, have little relation to general 
manners or common life, it never obtained much 
notite, but is turned silisftiliy over, and sieldom 
quoted or mentioned wrth either praise or blatifi^.' 

That the " Messiah** excels the " PoUio** is no 
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grenit praise, if it be considered from what original 
the improvementi^ are derived. 

The "Verses on the unfortunate Lady^* have 
drawn much attention by the illaudable singularity 
of treating suicide with respect ; and they must be 
allowed to be written in some parts with vigorous 
animation, ai^ in others with gentle tenderness ; 
nor has Pdpe produced any poem in which the 
fiesise predominates more over the diction. But 
the tale is not skilfully told ; it is not easy to 
discover the character of either the Lady or her 
Guardian. History relates that she was about to 
disparage herself by a marriage with an inferior ; 
Pope praises her for the dignity of ambition, and 
yet condemns the uncle to detestation for his pride ; 
the ambitious love of a niece may be opposed by 
the interest, malice, or envy of an uncle, but never 
by his pride. On such an occasion a poet may be 
allowed to be obscure, but inconsistency never can 
be right*. 



* The account herein before given of this lady and her cata- 
strophe^ cited by Johnson from Ruffhead with a kind of acqui- 
escence in the truth diereof, seems no other than might have been 
extracted from tiie verses tltemaelves. I have in my possession a 
letter to Drt Johnson^ containing the* name of the hdy ; and a 
reference to a gentl^an well known in the literary wcMrld for her 
history. Him I have seen ; and^ from a memorandum of some 
particulars to the purpose communicated to him by a lady of 
qoalityi he informs me^ that the unfortunate lady*s nam^ was 
ll!nihmb«ry> cornqvtly prMiounoedWinbury; that shewasin-iov^ 
with Pope, and woiild have mfmried hii^i r tl^ her ^juafdto^ 
though she ^wa9 deformed in hex p^^rsoib lookhig upon . 8u«b a 
mat(^ as beneath her^ sent her to a convent ; and that fLi^ppse^ . 
and not a sword, put an end to her life. 
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The "Ode for St. Cecilia's Day'Vww inder- 
taken at the desire of Steele : in this the author is 
generally confessed to have miscarried, yet he has 
miscarried only as compared with Dryden ; for he 
has &x outgone other competitors* Dryden's plan 
is better chosen ; history will always take stronger 
hold of the attention than fable : the passions ex- 
cited by Dryden are the pleasures and pains of real 
life, the scene of Pope is laid in imaginary ex- 
istmice; Pope is read with calm acquiescence^ 
Dryden with turbulent delight ; Pope hangs upon 
the ear, and Dryden finds the passes of the mind* 

Both the odes want the essential constituent of 
metrical compositions, the stated recurrence of 
settled numbers. It may be alleged^ that Pindar 
is said by Horace to have written numeris lege so- 
hitis : but as no such lax performances have been 
transmitted to us, the meaning of that expr^sion 
cannot be fixed ; and perhaps the like return might 
properly be made to a modem Pindarist, as Mr. 
Cobb received from Bentley, who, when he found 
his criticisms upon a Greek Exercise, which Cobb 
had presented, refuted one after another by Pin- 
dar's authority, cried out at last, ^ Pindar was a 
bold fellow, but thou art an impad^it one.'' 

If Pope's ode be particularly inspected^ it will 
be found that the first stanza consists of sounds 
well chosen indeed, but only sounds. 

The second consists of hyperbolical common- 
place, eamly to be fcmsd^ imd perhaps withoot 
vm^ difficulty to be as well ^pressed. 

In the third, however, there are numbers, 
images^ harmony, and vigour,, iiot. unworthy, the, 
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aBta^nist of Dry den. Had all been- like this— 
but every part cannot be the best. 

The next stanzas place and detain us in the dark 
and dismal regions of mythology, where neitter 
hope nor fear, neither joy nor sorrow, can be found : 
the poet however faithfully attends us ; we have all 
that can be performed by elegance of diction, or 
sweetness of versification j but what can form avail 
without 'better matter ? 

The last stanza recurs again to common-places. 
The conclusion is too evidently modelled by that 
of Dryden j and it may be remarked that both end 
with the same fault ; the comparison of each is 
literal on one side, and metaphorical on the other. 

Poets do not always express their own thoughts : 
Pope, with all this labour in the praise of Musick, 
was ignorant of its principles, and insensible of its 
effects. 

One of his greatest, though of his earliest works, 
is the "Essay on Criticism,*' which, if he had 
written nothing else, would have placed him among 
the first criticks and the first poets, as it exhibits 
every mode of excellence that can embellish or 
I dignify didactick composition, selection of matter, 
i novelty of arrangement, justness of precept, splen- 
; dour of illustration, and propriety of digression. I 
( know not whether it be pleasing to consider that 
he produced this piece at twenty, and never after- 
wards excelled it: he that delights himself with 
observing that such powers may be soon attained, 
cannot but grieve to thinlc that life was ever after 
at a stand.^ 

To mention the particular beauties of the Essay 
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would be unprofitably tedious : but I cannot for- 
bear to observe, that the comparison of a student^s 
progress in the sciences with the journey of a tra- 
veller in the Alps, is perhaps the best that English 
poetry can show. A simile, to be perfect, must 
both illustrate and ennoble the subject ; must show 
it to the understanding in a clearer view, and dis- 
play it to the fancy with greater dignity ; but 
either of these qualities may be sufficient to re- 
commend it In.didactick poetry, of which the 
great purpose is instruction, a simile may be praised 
which. illustrates, though it does not ennoble; in 
heroicks, that may be admitted which ennobles, 
though it does not illustrate. That it may be 
complete, it is required to exhibit, independently 
of its refefenices, a pleasing image ; for a simile is 
said to be a short episode. To this antiquity was 
so attentive, that circumstances were sometimes 
added, which, having no parallels, served only to 
fiB 4he imagination, and produced what Perrault 
Itf^icrously called '* comparisons with a long tail/* 
In their similes the greatest writers have some- 
1»imes failed; the ship-race, compared with the 
chariot-race, is neither illustrated nor aggrandised ; ; 
land and water make all the difference: when 
Apollo, running after Daphne, is likened to a grey- 
hound chasing a hare, there is nothing gained; 
the ideas of pursuit and flight are too plain to be 
made plainer; and a god and the daughter of a 
god are not represented much to their advantage 
by a hare and dog. The simile of the Alps has 
no useless parts, yet affords a striking picture by 
itself; it makes the foregoing position better uu- ^ 
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derstood, dnd enables it to take fasten hold dtt lA^ 
attention ; it assists the apprehension, and elevate* 
the fancy. 

Let me likewise dwell a little on the celebrated 
paragraph, in which it is directed that ** the sound 
should seem an echo to the sense;'* a precept which 
Pope is allowed to have observed beyond any othe^r 
English poet. 

This notion of repi-esentative metre, and the 
desire of discovering frequent adaptations of the 
sound to the sense, have produced, in my c^i* 
nion, many wild conceits and imaginary beauties. 
All that can furnish this representation are the 
sounds of the words considered singly, and the 
time in which they are pronounced. Every lan- 
guage has some words framed to exhibit the noises 
which they express, as thump^ rattk; grawl^ MsB. 
These, however, are but few, and the poet cannot 
make them more, nor can they be of any use but 
when sound is to be mentioned. The time of pro- 
nunciation was in the dactylick measures of the 
learned languages capable of considerable variety \ 
but that variety could be accommodated only to 
motion or duration, and different degrees of motion 
were perhaps expressed by verses rapid or slow> 
without much attention of the writer, when ike 
image had full possession of his fancy : but out 
language having little flexibility, our verses can 
differ very little in their cadence. The fancied 
resemblances, I fear, arise sometimes merely fr<Hn 
the ambiguity of words ; there is supposed to be 
some relation between a sqft line and sq/i couch, or 
between hard syllables and Tmrd fortune. 
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Motion, however, nmyhe in sooie aort exem- 
plified ; and yet it may be suspected that in such 
resemblances the mind often governs the ear, and 
the sounds are estimated by their mealing. One 
of their most successful attempts has been to de- 
scribe the labour of Sisyphus : 

With many a weary step, and many a groan. 
Up a high hill he heaves a huge round stone ; 
The huge round slane, resulting with a bound. 
Thunders ittpetuous down, and emAf^ along ^e gnmnd. 

Who does not perceive the stone to move slowly 
upward, and roll violently back ? But set the same 
numbers to another sense : 

While maay a tnepry tale, aad inany a song, 
ChefflT^d the rough road, we wish'd the rough road long. 
Hie rough road then, returning in a round, 
Mock*d our inipatient steps, for all was feiry ground. 

We have now surely lost much of the delay, and 
mudfa of the rapidity. 

But, to show how little the greatest master of 
numbers can £x the principles of representative 
-harmony, it will he sufficient to remark that the 
poet who tells us that 

When Ajax strives some rock's vast weight to throw. 

The line too labours, and the words move slow : 

Not so, when swift Camilla scours the plain. 

Flics o'er th* unhending corn, and skims aiong the mafia ; 

when he had enjoyed for about thirty year3 the 
praise of Camilla's lightness of foot, he tried an- 
other e^^periment upon sound and time, and pro- 
duced this memorable triplet : 

N 2 
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Waller was smooth ; but Dryden taught to join 
The varying verse^ the full resounding line^ 
The long majestick march^ and energy dinne. 

Here are the swiftness of the rapid race, and the 
march of slow-paced majesty, exhibited by the 
same poet in the same sequence of syllables, except 
that the exact prosodist will find the line of swift- 
ness by one time longer than that of tardiness. 

Beauties of this kind are commonly fancied ; 
and, when real, are technical and nugatory, not to 
be rejected, and not to be solicited. 

To the praises which have been accumulated on 
the " ftape of the Lock*' by readers of every class, 
from the critick to the waiting-maid, it is difficult 
to make any addition. Of that which is universally 
allowed to be the most attractive of all ludicrous 
compositions, let it rather be now inquired from 
what sources the power of pleasing is derived. 

Dr. Warburton, who excelled in critical perspi- 
cacity, has remarked, that the preternatural agents 
are very happily adapted to the purposes of the 
poem. The heathen deities can no longer gain 
attention : we should have turned away from a 
contest between Venus and Diana. The employ- 
ment of allegorical persons always excites con- 
viction of its own absurdity ; they may produce 
effects, but cannot conduct actions; when the 
phantom is put in motion, it dissolves : thus Dis-' 
cord may raise a mutiny ; but Discord cannot con- 
duct a march, nor besiege a town. Pope brought 
ifi view a new race of beings, with powers and pas- 
sions proportionate to their operation. The Sylphs 
and Gnomes act, at the toilet and the tea-table. 



FOPI. 181 

what more terrifick and more powerful phantoms 
perform on the stormy ocean, or the field of battle ; 
they give their proper help, and do their proper 
mischief. 

Pope is said, by an objector, not to have been i 
the inventor of this petty nation ; a charge which \ 
might with more justice have been brought against \ 
the author of the " Iliad,** who doubtless adopted 
the religious system of his country ; for what is 
there, but the names of his agents, which Pope has 
not invented ? Ha^ he not assigned them charac- 
ters and operations never heard of before ? Has 
he not, at least, given them their first poetical ex- 
istence ? If this is not sufficient to denominate 
his work original, nothing original ever can be 
written. 

In this work are exhibited, in a very high degree, 
the two most engaging powers of an author. New j 
things are made familiar, and familiar things are \ 
made new. A race of /lerial people, never heard ; 
of before, is presented to us in a manner so clear 
and easy, that the reader seeks for no further in- 
formation, but immediately mingles with his new 
acquaintance, adopts their interests, and attends 
their pursuits, loves a Sylph, and detests a Gnome. 

That familiar things are made new, every para- 
graph will prove. The subject of the poem is an 
event below the common incidents of common life ; 
nothing real is introduced that is not seen so often . 
as to be no longer regarded : yet the whole detail 
of a female-day is here brought before us, invested 
with so much art of decoration, that, though no- 
thing is disguised, every thing is striking, and we 
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feel all the appetite of curiosity tot that ftam which 

we have a thousand times turned fastidiously away, 

/ Tlie purpose of the poet is, as he telk us^ to 

/ laugh at " the little unguarded follies of the female 

^ sex/* It is therefore without justice that Derails 

charges the ** R^e of the Lock*' with the want of 

a moral, and for that reason sets it below the 

*^ Lutrin," which exposes the pride and discord of 

the clergy. Perhaps neither Pope nor Boileau has 

made the world much better than he found it; 

but, if they had both succeeded, it were easy to 

tell who would have deserved most from publick 

gratitude. The freaks, and humours, and spleen, 

and vanity of women, as they embroil families in 

discord, and fill houses with disquiet^ do more to 

obstruct the happiness of life in a year than the 

ambition of the dergy in many centuries. It has 

been Well observed, that the misery of mar^ pro* 

ceeds not from any single crush of overwhelming 

evil, but from small vexation!^ continually re-^ 

peated. 

It is remarked by Dennis, likewise, that the 
machinery is superfluous ; Ihat^ by all the bustle 
of preternatural operation, the main event is nei- 
ther hastened nor retarded. To this charge an 
efitcacious answer is Hot easily made. The Sylphs 
cannot be said to help or oppose ; and it must be 
allowed to imply some want of art, that their power 
has not been sufficiently intermingled with the ac-^ 
{ion. Other parts may likewise be charged with 
want of connexion ; the game at ombre might be 
spared ; but, if the lady had lost her hair while she 
1 was intent upon her cards, it might have been in- 
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ferr^d that those who are too fond of play will be 
in danger of neglecting more important interests. 
Those perhaps are faults ; but what are suqh faults 
to so much excellence ! 

The Epistle of ** Eloise to Ahdard'' is one of 
the most happy productions of human wit : the 
subject is so judiciously chosen, that it would be 
difficult, in turning over the annals of the world, 
to find another which so many circumstances con-^ 
cur to recommend. We regularly interest ourselves 
most in the fortune of those who most deserve our 
]K)tice. Abelard and Eloise were conspicuous in 
their days for eminence of merit. The heart na- 
turally loves truth. The adventures and misfor- 
tunes of this illustrious pair are known from un- 
disputed history. Their fate does not leave the 
mind in hopeless dejection ; for they both found 
quiet and consolation in retirement aad piety. So 
new and so affecting is their story, that it super- 
sedes invention; and imagination ranges at full 
liberty without strag^ing into scenes of fable. 

The story, thus skilfully adopted, has been dili- 
gently improved. Pope has left nothing behind 
him, which seems more the effect of studious per- 
severance and laborious revisaL Here is particu- 
larly observable the cvriosa JelicitaSy a fruitful soil 
and careful cultivation. Here is no crudeness of 
sense, nor asperi,ty of language. 

The i»>urc6s from which sentiments, which have 
8o much vigour and efficacy, have been drawn, are 
shown to be the mystick writers by the learned 
author of the " Essay on the Life and Writings of 
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Pope:" a book which teaches how the brow of 
Criticism may be smoothed, and how she may be 
enabled, with all her severity, to attract and to 
delight. 

The train of my disquisition has now conducted 
me to that poetical wonder, the translation of the 
** Iliad ;*' a performance which no age or nation 
can pretend to equal. To the Greeks translation 
was almost unknown ; it was totally unknown to 
the inhabitaints of Greece. They had no recourse 
to the barbarians for poetical beauties, but sought 
for every thing in Homer, where, indeed, there is 
but little that they might not find. 
" The Italians have been very diligent translators ; 
but I can hear of no version, unless perhaps An- 
guilara*s Ovid may be excepted, which is read with 
eagerness. The " Iliad'* of Salvini every reader 
may discover to be punctiliously exact; but it 
seems to be the work of a linguist skilfully pe- 
dantic ; and his countrymen, the proper judges of 
its power to please, reject it with disgust. 

Their predecessors the Romans have left some 
specimens of translation behind them, and that 
employment must have had som^ credit in which 
Tully and Germanicus engaged; but unless we 
suppose, what is perhaps true, that the plays of 
Terence were versions of Menander, nothing trans- 
lated seems ever to have risen to high reputation. 
The French, in the meridian hour of their learning, 
were very laudably industrious to enrich their own 
language with the wisdom of the ancients ; but 
found themselves reduced, by whatever necessity^ 
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to turn the Greek and Roman poetry into prose. 
Whoever could read an author, could translate him. 
From such rivals little can be feared. 

The chief help of Pope in this audacious under- 
taking was drawn from the versions of Dryden. 
Virgil had borrowed much of his imagery from 
Homer 5 and part of the debt was now paid by his 
translator. Pope searched the pages of Dryden for 
happy .combinations of heroick diction ; but it will 
not be denied that he added much to what he / 
found. He cultivated our language with so much 
(iiligence and art, that he has left in bis " Homer*^ 
a treasure of poetical elegancies to posterity. His 
version may be said to have tuned the English 
tongue ; for since its appearance no writer, how- 
ever deficient in other powers, has wanted mtelody. 
Such a series of lines, so elaborately corrected, and 
90 sweetly modulated, took possession of the piib- 
lick ear; the vulgar was enamoured df the poem, 
and the learned wondered. at the translation. 

But in the most general. applause discordant 
voices will always be heard. It has been objected 
by some, who wish to be numbered among the sons 
of learning, that Pope's version of Homer is not 
' Homerical ; that it exhibits no resemblance of the 
original and characteristick manner of the Father 
of Poetry, as it wants his artless grandeur, his un- 
affected majesty*. This, cannot be totally denied; 

' * B^ntley wag one of these. He and Pope^ loon after the pub- 
licafjon of Homer^ met at Dr. Mead*s at dinner ; when Pope, de- 
jrirous of his opinion of the trans}ation> addressed him thus : " Dr. 
^entley> I ordered my bookseller to send you your books ; I hope 
vou received them.** Bentley, who had purposely avoided saying 
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but it must be rensembered that neeesaitas quod 
cpgit dqferuUt; that may be lawfully done which 
cannot be forborn. Time and place will always 
enforce regard* In estiJEnating this translation, 
consideration must be had of the. nature of our 
language, the form of our metre, and, above all, 
of the change which two thousand years have made 
in the modes of life and the habits of thought. 
Virgil wrote in a language of the same general 
fabrick with that of Homer, in verses of the same 
measure, and in an age nearer to Homer's time by 
eighteen hundred years; yet he found, even then, 
the state of the world so much altered, and the 
demand for elegance so much incrwsed, that mere 
nature would be endured no longer; and perhaps, 
in the multitude of borrowed passages, very few 
can be shown which he has not embellished. 

There is a time when nations, emerging from 
barbarity, and falling into regular subordination, 
gain leisure to grow wise, and feel the shame of 
ignorance and the craving pain of unsatisfied cu- 
riosity. To this hunger of the mind plain sense 
is gratefiil ; that which fills the void removes un» 
easiness, and to be free from pain for a while is 
pleasure; but repletion generates fastidiousness; 
a saturated intellect soon Incomes luxurious, and 
knowledge finds no willing reception till it is re- 
ccmunended by artificial diction. Thus it will be 

inj tbmgidiout Homcr^ pretended not to understand \Aak, and 
asked, ' Books ! books I what books ^^ ^My Hosier/ replied P<^, 
* which' 3^ did me the faononr to subscribe for/— /Oh/ saW 
Bentley, ^ ay, now I recollect— your translation :— it is a pretty 
poeai, Mr. Pq)e ; but you must not call it Homer/ 
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found, in the progress of learning, that in all na» 
tions the first writers are ample, and that every j 
age improves in elegance. One refinement always 
makes way for another; and what was expedient 
ta Virgil was necessary to Pope. 

I suppose many readers of the English *♦ Iliad,*' 
when they have been touched with some unex- 
pected beauty of the lighter kind, have tried to 
enjoy it in the original, where, alas J it was not to 
be found. Homer doubtless owes to his translator 
many Ovidian graces not exactly suitable to his 
character; but to have added can be no great 
crime, if nothing be taken away. Elegance is 
surely to be desired, if it be not gained at the ex- 
pense of dignity. A hero would wish to be loved, 
as well as to be reverenced. 

To a thousand cavils one answer is sufficient; 
the purpose of a writer is to be read, and the crir 
ticism which would destroy the power of pleasing 
must be blown aside. Pope wrote for his own age 
and his own nation: he knew that it was necessary 
to colour the images and point the sentiments of 
hii^ author; he therefore made him graceful, but 
lost him some of his sublimity. 

Tlie copious notes with which the version is ac^ 
companied, and by which it is recommended to 
many readers, though they were undoubtedly 
written to swell the volumes, ought not to pass 
without praise: commentaries which attract the 
reader by the pleasure of perusal have not often 
appeared; the notes of* others are read to clear 
difficulties, those of Pope to vary entertainment. 

It has however been objected with sufficient rea- 
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son, that there is in the commentary too much of 
unseasonable levity and affected gaiety; that too 
many appeals are made to the ladies, and the ease 
which is so carefully preserved is sometimes the 
ease of a trifler. Every art has its terms, and 
tvery kind of instruction its proper style; the 
gravity of common criticks may be tedious, but is 
less despicable than childish merriment. 

Of the "Odyssey** nothing remains to be ob- 
served : the same general praise may be given to 
both translations, and 3 particular examination of 
either would require a large volume. The notes 
were written by Broome, who endeavoured, not 
unsuccessfully, to imitate his master. 
^ Of the " Danciad** the hint is confessedly taken 
/from Dryden's "MacFlecknoe;'* but the plan is 
60 enlarged and diversified as justly to claim the 
praise of an original, and affords the best speci- 
men that has yet appe^^red of personal satire ludi- 
crously pompous. 

That the desigp was moral, whatever the author 
might tell either his readers or himself, I am not 
convinced. The first motive was the desire of re- 
venging the contempt with which Theobald had 
treated his " Shakspeare,** and regaining the ho- 
nour which he had lost, by crushing his opponent. 
Tlieobald was not of bulk enough to fill a poem, 
and therefore it was necessary to find other ene- 
mies with other names^ at whose expense he might 
divert the publick. 

In this design there was petulance and malignity 
enough; but I cannot think it very criminal. An 
author places himself uncalled before the tribunal 
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of criticism, and solicits fame at the hazard of dis- 
grace. Dulness or deformity are not culpable in 
themsel ves^but may be very justly reproached when 
they pretend to the honour of wit or the influence 
of beauty. If bad writers were to pass without 
reprehension, what should restrain them ? impune 
diem consumpserit ingens Telephus; and upon bad 
writers only will censure have much effect. The 
satire, which brought Theobald and Moore into 
contempt; dropped impotent from Bentley, like 
the javelin of Priam. 

All truth is valuable, and satirical criticism may ( 
be considered as useful when it rectifies error and 
improves judgement ; he that refines the publick | 
taste is a publick benefactor. ^ 

The beauties of this poem are well known ; its 
chief fault is the grossness of its images. Pope and^ 
Swift had an unnatural delight in ideas physically 
impure, such as every other tongue utters with un-» 
willingness, and of which every ear shrinks from 
the mention. 

But even this fault, offensive at it is, may be 
forgiven for the excellence of other passages; such 
as the formation and dissolution of Moore, the 
account of the Traveller, the misfortune of the 
Florist, and the crowded thoughts and stately num- 
bers which dignify the concluding paragraph. 

The alterations which have been made in the 
** Dunciad," not always for the better, require that 
it should be published, as in the present collection, 
with all its variations. 

The " Essay on Man*' was a work of great la- 
bour and long consideration, but certainly not the 
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haygjcmt of PepeV perfigarnuiiicu. The siibjsct is 
peoiuips not very proper for poetry j and the poet 
was not sufficiently master of his subject ; meta- 
physical morality was to him a new study; he was 
proud of his acquisitions^ and, supposing himself 
master of great secrets, was in haste to teach what 
he had not learned. Tlius he tells us, in the first 
Epistle, that from the nature of the Supreme Being 
may be deduced an order of beings such as man* 
kind, because infinite Excellence can do only what 
is best. He finds out that these beings must be 
" somewhere;" and that " all the question is, whe- 
ther man be in a wrcmg jdace/* Surely if, accord- 
ing to die poet's Leibnitian reasoning, we may 
infer that man ought to be, only because he is, we 
may ^idlow that his place is the right place, because 
be has ift. Supreme Wisdom is not less infallible 
in disposing than in creafting. But what is meant 
by somewhere and place, and wrong places it had 
j^een vain to ask Pope, who probably had never 
asked himself. 

Having exalted himself into the chair of wisdom, 
be tells us much that every man knows, and much 
that be does not know himself; that we see b^t 
little^ and that the order of the universe is beyond 
our comprehension; an opimon not very uncom- 
mon; and that there is a chain of subordinate 
heings "from infinite to nothing,'* of which him- 
self and his readers are equally ignorant. But he 
gives us one comfort, which without his help he 
supposes unattainable; in the position '^ that though 
we are fools, yet God is wise." 

This Essay affords an egregious instance of the 



POPS. 191 

predominance of genius, the dazzling splendour of 
imagery^ and the seductive powers of eloquence. 
Never was penury of knowledge and vulgarity of 
sentiment so happily disguised. The reader feels 
his mind fiill, though he learns nothing ; and^ wh^i 
he meets it in its new array, no longer knows the 
talk of his mother and his nurse. When these 
wonder-working sounds sink into semse, and the 
doctrine of the Essay, disrobed of its ornamente, 
is left to the powers of its ndced excellence, what 
shall we discover? That we are, in comparison 
with our Creator, very weak and ignorant ; that 
we do not uphold the chain of existence ; and that 
we could not make one another with more skiU / 
than we are made. We may learn yet more: that 
the arts of humasi life were copied from the in- 
stinctive c^eri^ions (Mother animals; that, if the 
world be made for man, it may be said that man 
was made for geese. To these profound principles 
4Eyf natural knowledge are added some moral in- 
dtrnctions equally new; that self-interest, well un- 
clerstood^ will produce social concord ; that men 
ure mutual gainers by mutual benefits; that evil 
is sometimes b^danced by good ; that human ad- 
vantages are unstaJble and fallacious, o£ uncertain 
duration and doubtful effect; that om^ true hmiour 
is, not to have a great pail;, but to act it w^U ; that 
virtue only is our own ; and that happiness is al- 
ways in our power* 

&irely a man of no very tompreheiiHive search 
may venture to isay tiiat he has heard all this be- 
fore ; but it was never till now recommended by 
mich a blaze of embelltshmefits, or such sweetness 
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of melody. The vigorous contraction of some 
thoughts, the luxui'iant amplification of Others, 
the incidental illustrations, and sometimes thexiig- 
nity, sometimes the softness of the verses, enchain 
philosophy, suspend criticism, and oppress judge- 
ment by overpowering pleasure. 

This is true of many paragraphs; yet, if I had 
undertaken to exemplify Pope's felicity of compo- 
sition before a rigid critick, I should not select the 
" Essay on Man ;** for it contains more lines un- 
successfully laboured, more harshness of diction, 
more thoughts imperfectly expressed, more levity 
without elegance, and more heaviness without 
strength, than will easily be found in all his other 
works. 

The '* Characters of Men and Women** are the 
product of diligent speculation upon human lifej 
much labour has been bestowed upon them, and 
Pope very seldom laboured in vain. That his ex- 
cellence may be properly estimated, I recommend 
a comparison of his " Characters of Women** with 
Boileau*s Satire; it will then be seen with how 
much more perspicacity female nature is investi- 
gated, and female excellence selected; and he 
surely is no mean writer to whom Boileau should 
be found inferior. The " Characters of Men,** 
however, are written with more, if not with deeper, 
•thought, and exhibit many passages exquisitely 
beautiful. The ^* Gem and the Mower** will not 
easily be equalled. In the women*s part are some 
defects; the character of Atossa is not so neatly 
finished as that of Clodio; and some of the female 
characters may be found perhaps more frequently 
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among men ; what is said of Philomede was true 
of Prior. 

In the Epistles to Lord Bathurst and Lord Bur- 
lington. Dr. Warburton has endeavoured to find 
a train of thought which was never in the writer's'^ 
head, and to support his hypothesis, has printed 
that first which was published last. In one, the 
most valuable passage is perhaps the Elegy on 
" Good Sense ;" and the other, the " End of the 
Duke of Buckingham/* 

The Epistle to Arbuthnot, now arbitrarily called 
the " Prologue to the Satires," 'is a performance 
consisting, as it seems, of many fragments wrought 
into one design, which by this union of scattered 
beauties contains more striking paragraphs than 
could probably have been brought together into an 
occasional work. As there is no stronger motive 
to exertion than self-defence, no part has more 
elegance, spirit, or dignity, than the poet's vindi- 
cation of his own character. The meanest passage 
is the satire upon Sporus. 

Of the two poems which derived their names 
from the year, and which are called the " Epilogue 
to the Satires,'* it was very justly remarked by 
Savage, that the second was in the whole more 
strongly conceived, and more equally supported, 
but that it had no single passages equal to the con- 
tention in the first for the dignity of Vice, and the 
celebration of the triumph of Corruption. 

The Imitations of Horace seem to have been 
written as relaxations of his genius. This em- 
ployment became his favourite by its facility ; the 
plan wa& ready to his hand, and nothing was re- 

VOL. III. o 



194 POPE. 

quired but to atccommodate as he could the sen- 
timents of an old author to recent facts or faiiiltliar 
images ; but what is easy is seldom excellent ; slich 
. imitations cannot give pleasure to common readers j 
/ the man of learning may be sometimes surprised 
i and delighted by an unexpected parallel ; but th^ 
comparison requires knowledge of the origin^ 
which will likewise often detect strained appli* 
cations. Between Roman images and English 
manners, there will be an irreconcileable dissi- 
militude, and the works will be generally uncouth 
and party-coloured j neither original nor translated, 
neither ancient nor modern*. 

Pope had, in proportions very nicely adjusted to 

each other, all the qualities that constitute genius. 

. He had invention^ by which new trains of events 

? are formed, and new scenes of imagery displayed, 

as in the " Rape of the Lock ;" and by which ex- 

trinsick and adventitious embellishmaits and il- 



* tn one of these poems is a couplet^ to xdiicli bdotigs a ^tdry 
that I once heard the Reverend Dr. Ridley relate. 

'^ Slander or poison dread from Delia's rage ; 
JIard wordd^ or hangings if your judge be ****." 

Sir Francis Page^ a judge well known in his time^ conceiving 
that hid n^une was meant to fill up the blanks sent his derk i^ 
Mr. Pope^ to complain of the insult. Pope told the young man 
that the blank might be supplied by many monosyllables, other 
than the judge's name : — " but, sir," said the derk, " the judge 
says that no word will make sense of the passage.** — '' So, then, it 
seems,*' says Pope, '^ your master is not only a judge, but a ^t : 
as that is the case, the odds are against me. Give my respects to 
the judge, and tell him, I will not contend with (me that. has the 
advantage of me, and he may fiU up the blank as he pleases.** 
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lustrations are connected with a known subject, as 
in the " Essaj on Criticism." He had imagimtion^ \ 
which strongly impresses on the writer's mind^ and \ 
enables him to convey to the reader, the various 
forms of nature, incidents of life, and energies of 
passion^ as in his " Eloisa,*' " Windsor Forest/* 
and " Ethick Epidtles/* He hadjudgement, which [ 
lielects from life or nature what the present pur- ^ 
pose requires, and by sej^arating the essence of 
things from its concomitants, often makes the re- 
presentation tnore powerful than the reality : and 
he had colours of language always befol'e him, 
ready to decorate his matter with every grace of 
elegant expression, as when he accommodates his 
diction to the wonderful multiplicity of Homer's 
sentiments and descriptions. ** 

Poetical expression includes sound ai well as 
meaning : ** Musick," says Dryden^ ** is inarti- 
culate poetry;" among the excellencies of Pope, 
therefbre, must be mentioned the melody of bis 
metre. By perusing the works of Dryden, he dis* 
covered the most perfect fabrick of English verse, 
and habituated himself to that only which he found 
the best; in contequence of which restraint^ his ; 
poetry has been censured as too uniformly musical 
and as glutting the ear with unvaried sweetness. 
I suspect this objection to be the tent of those 
who judge by principles rather than perception ; 
and who would even themselves have less pleasure 
in his works, if he had tried to relieve attention 
by studied discords, or affected to break his lines 
add vary hiii pauses. 

o2 
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But though he was thus careful of his versi- 
fication, he did not oppress his powers with su- 
perfluous rigour. He seems to have thought with 
Boileau, that the practice of writing might be re- 
fined till the difficulty should overbalance the ad- 
vantage. The construction of the language is not 
always strictly grammatical ; with those rhymes 
which presciption had conjoined, he contented 
himself, without regard to Swift's remonstrances, 
though there was no striking consonance ; nor was 
he very careful to vary his terminations, or to re- 
fuse admission, at a small distance, to the same 
rhymes. 

To Swift's edict for the exclusion of alex- 
andrines and triplets he paid little regard; he 
admitted them, but, in the opinion of Fenton, too 
rarely ; he uses them more liberally in his trans- 
lation than his poems. 

He has a few double rhymes; and always, I 
think, unsuccessfully, except once in the " Rape 
of the Lock.*' 

Expletives he very early ejected from his verses ; 
* but he now and then admits an epithet rather com- 
I modious than important. Each of the six first 
lines -of the " Iliad" might lose two syllables, 
with very little diminution of the meaning ; and 
sometimes, after all his art and labour, one verse 
seems to be made for the sake of another. In his 
latter productions the diction is sometimes vitiated 
by French idioms, with which Bolingbroke had' 
perhaps infected him. 

I have been told that the couplet by which he 
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declared his own ear to be most gratified was 

this : — 

Lo, where Maeotis ^eeps^ and hardly £k)ws 
The freezing Tanais through a waste of snows. 

But the reason of this preference I cannot dis- 
cover. 

It is remarked by Watts, that there is scarcely a 
happy combination of words, or a phrase poetically 
elegant in the English language, which Pope has 
not inserted into his version of Homer. How he 
obtained possession of so many beauties of speech, 
it were desirable to know. That he gleaned from 
authors, obscure as well as eminent, what he 
thought brilliant or useful, and preserved it all in 
a regular collection, is not unlikely. When, in 
his last years, HalPs Satires were shown him, he 
wished that he had seen them sooner. 

New sentiments and new images others may 
produce ; but to attempt any further improvement 
of versification will be dangerous. Art and dili- 
gence have now done their best, and what shall be 
added will be the effort of tedious toil and needless; 
curiosity. 

After all this, it is surely superfluous to answer 
the question that has once been asked. Whether 
Pope was a poet, otherwise .than by asking in tct 
turn. If Pope be not a poet, where is poetry to be 
found? To circumscribe poetry. by a definition 
will only show the narrowness of the definer, 
though a definition which shall exclude Pope will 
not easily be made. Let us look round upon the 
piresent time, and back upon the past ; let us in- 
quire to whom the voice of mankind Tias decreed 
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the wreath of poetry ; let their pn^ductions be ex- 
amined, and their claims stated, and the pre- 
tensions of Pol)e will he nq more dispUteii. Had 
he given the world only his version, the name of 
poet must have been allowed him : if the writer of 
the " Iliad" were to class his successors, he would 
assign a very high place to his translator, without 
requiring any other evidence of genius. 



The following letter, of which the original is in 
the hands of Lord Hardwicke, was communicated 
to me by the kindness of Mr* Jodrell. 

" To Mr. BaiDGES, at tiie Bishop of London's at 
Fulham. 

"Sir, 

" The favour of your letter, with your remsurks, 
can never be enough acknowledged j and the speed 
with which you discharged so troublesome a tas^ 
doubles the obligation. 

" I must own, you have pleased me very much 
by the commendations so ill bestowed upon me ; 
but, I assure you, much more by the frankn^s of 
your censure, which I ought to take the more 
kindly of t^ie two, as it is more advantage to a 
scribbler to be improved in his judgement than to 
be soothed in his vanity. The greater part of those 
deviations, from the Greek, which you hav^ ob* 
served, I was led into by Chapman and Hobbes ; 
who are, it seems, as much celebrated for their 
knowledge of the original, as they are decried for 
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tb^ t^«4a?Si of their trandations. Chapman pre- 
temls to have restored the genuine sense of the 
author, from the mistakes of all former explainers, 
in several hundred places: and the Cambridge 
editors of the large Homer, in Greek and Latin, 
attributed so much to Hobbes, that they confess 
they have corrected the old Latin interpretation 
very oftep by his version. For my part, I ge- 
nerally took the author's meaning to be as you 
have explained it ; yet their authority, joined to 
the knowledge of my own imperfectness in the 
la°g*wge, overruled me. However, sir, you may 
be confident, I think you in the right, because you 
happen to be of my opinion : for, men (let them 
say what they will) never approve any other's 
sense, but as it squares with their own. But you 
have made me much more proud of, and positive 
in my judgement, since it is strengthened by yours. 
I think your criticisms, which regard the expres- 
sicm, very just, and shall make my profit of them : 
to give you some proof that I am in earnest, I will 
alter three verses on your bare objection, thqugh 
I have Mr. Dryden's example for each of. them. 
And this, I hope, you will account no small piece 
of obedience, from one who values the authority 
of <me true poet above that of twenty cpticks or 
commentators. But, though I speak thus of com- 
mentators, I will pontimie to read carefully all I 
can piTocure, to make up, that way, for my own 
want of critical understanding in the origins^l 
beauties of Homer. Though the greatest of them 
are certainly those of invention and design, which 
are n(A at all confined to the language : for the 
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distinguishing excellencies of Homer are (by the 
consent of the best criticks of all nations) first in 
the manners, (which include all the speeches, as 
being no other than the representations, of each 
person's manners by his words:) and then in that 
rapture and fire, which carries you away with him, 
with that wonderful force, that no man who has a 
true poetical spirit is master of himself, while he 
reads him. Homer makes you interested and con- 
cerned before you are aware, all at once, where 
Virgil does it by soft degrees. This, I believe, is 
what a translator of Homer ought principally to 
imitate ; and it is very hard for any translator to 
come up to it, because the chief reason why all 
translations fall short of their originals is, that 
the very constraint they are obliged to, renders 
them heavy and dispirited. 

" The great beauty of Homer's language, as I 
take it, consists in that noble simplicity which runs 
through all his works; (and yet his diction, con- 
trary to what one would imagine consistent with 
simplicity, is at the same time very copious.) I 
don't know bow I have run into this pedantry in a 
letter, but I find I have said too much, ^ well as 
spoken too inconsiderately : what farther thoughts 
I have spoken upon this subject, I shall be glad to 
communicate to you (for my owri improvement) 
when we meet ; which is a happiness I very ear- 
nestly desire, as I do likewise some opportunity of 
proving how much I think myself obliged to your 
friendship, and how truly I am,, sir, 

5' Your most faithful humble servant, 

" A. Pope.'* 
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The criticism upon Pope's Epitaphs, which was 
printed in " The Universal Visitor," is placed 
here, being too minute and particular to be in- 
serted in the Life. 

Every art is best taught by example. N6thing 
contributes more to tlie cultivation of propriety/ 
than remarks on the works of those who have most! 
excelled. I shall thereforie endeavour, at this visits \ 
to entertain the young students in poetry with an ) 
examination of Pope's Epitaphs. ^ 

To define an epitaph is useless'; every one knows 
that it is an inscription on a tomb. An epitaph, 
therefore, implies no particular character of writing, 
but may be composed in verse or prose. It is 
indeed commonly panegyrical, because we are 
seldom distinguished with a stone but by our 
frien4s ; but it has no rule to restrain or mollify it, 
except this, that it ought not to be longer than 
common beholders may be expected to have leisure / 
and patience to peruse. ^ 



I. 

On Charles Earl of Dorset, in the Church of 
Wythyham in Sussea^. 

Dorset, the grace of courts, the Muse's pride. 
Patron of arts, and judge of nature, dy'd. 
The scourge of pride, though sanctify'd or great. 
Of fops in learning, and of knaves in state ; 
Yet soft in nature, though severe his lay, 
His anger moral, and his wisdom gay. 
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Bktt sa^ri^t ! who Uauk'd tl» iseans so true^ 
As slioVd Vice had his hate and pity too. 
Blest courtier ! who could king and country pleaae^ 
Yet sacred kept his friendship^ and his ease. 
piest peer ! his great fore&ther's every grace 
Reflecting, and reflected on his race ; 
WUere other Buckhursts^ other Dorsets shine. 
And pfutriots still, ot poets, deck the line. 

The first distich of this epitaph contains ^ kind 
of ipformation which few would want, that the 
man for whom the tomb was erected died* There 
are indeed some qualities worthy of praise ascribed 
to the dead, but none that were likply to exempt 
him from the lot of man, or incline us much to 
wonder that he should die. What is. meant by 
" judge of nature,'* is not easy to say. Nature i? 
not the object of human judgement; for it is in 
vain to judge where we cannot alter. If by nature 
is meant, what is commonly called nature by the 
criticks^ a just representation of things really ex- 
isting, and actions really performed, nature cannot 
be properly opposed to art; nature being, in this 
sense, only the best effect of art 
The scourge of pride — 

Of this couplet, the second line is not, what is 
intended, an illustration of the former. Pr/Ve, in 
the Great, is indeed well enopgh connected with 
knaves in state, though knaves is a word rather too 
ludicrous and light j but the mention of sanctified 
pride will not lead the thoyghts to fops in karningf 
but rather to some species of tyranny or oppression, 
something mqxi^ gloomy aad more formidable than 
foppery. 
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This is a high compliment, but was not first be- 
stowed on Dorset by P<^. The next verse is 
extremely beautiful. 

BI«9t satyrist !— 

In this distich is another line of which Pope was 
not the author. I do not mean to blame these 
imitations with much harshness; in long per- 
formances they are scarcely to be avoided, and in 
shorter they may be indulged, because the train of 
the composition may naturally involve them, or 
the scantiness of the subject allow little choice. 
However, what is borrowed is not to be enjoyed 
as our pwa; and it i^ the busiines^ of ^tici4 
justice tp give ev^y Wtd of the Mus^ hi^ pr^er 
feather. 

Blest courtkr Umm 

Whethq: a courtier can properly be commended 
for keeping hi? m^ mr^.4% ffl^y perhspg fee dis- 
putable. To plea«)e \ing aiul country, without 
sacrificing friendship t^ any change of times, was 
a very uncommon instance of prudencje or felicity, 
and deserved to be kept separate frpm sp poor a 
commendatipw as care «f l^i§ ^ase. I wi&h our 
poets would attend Ot Iktle more accurately to the 
use of the word sacred^ which surely should never 
be applied in a serious composition, but where 
some reference may be made to a higher Being, or 
wfaei^ soitte dul^ is eisa^ed or implied* A man 
may keep his Mendship sacred, because promises 
of frieiidship are very awful ties j but methinks he 
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cannot, but in a burlesque sense, be said to keep 
his ease sacixd. 

Blest peer ]— : - . 

The blessing ascribed to the peer has no con- 
nexion with his peerage: they might happen to 
any other map whose posterity were likely to be 
regarded. 

I know not whether this epitaph be wprthy 
either of the writer or the marU entombed. 



II. 

On Sir William Trumbull, one of the Principal 
Secretaries of State to King William III. who, 
having resigned his place, died in his retirement 
at Easthamstead, in Berkshire, I716. 

A pleasing form, a firm, yet cautious mind. 
Sincere, though prudent ; constant, yet resign'd ; 
Honour unchanged, a principle profest, 
Fix*d to one side, but moderate to the rest; 
An honest courtier, yet a patriot too. 
Just to his prince, and to his country true; 
Fiird with the sense of age, the fire of youth, 
A scorn of wrangling, yet a zeal for truth ; 
A generous &ith, from superstition free ; 
A love to peace, and hate of tyranny ; 
Such this man was ; who now, from earth removed. 
At length enjoys that liberty he loved. 

In this epitaph, as in many others, there appears, 
at the first view, a fault which I think scarcely any 
beauty can compensate. The name is omitted. 
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The end of an epitaph is to convey some account 
of the dead ; and to what purpose is any thing told 
of .him whose name is concealed? An epitaph, 
and a history of a nameless hero, are equally ab- 
surd, since the virtues and qualities so recounted in 
either are scattered at the mercy of fortune to be 
appropriated by guess. The name, it is true, may 
be read upon the stone ; but what obligation has it 
to the poet, whose verses wander over the earth, 
and leave their subject behind them, and who is 
forced, like an unskilful painter, to maFe his pur- 
pose known by adventitious help ? 

This epitaph is wholly without elevation, and 
contains nothing strikipg or particular; but the 
poet is not to be blamed for the defect of his sub- 
ject. He said perhaps the best that could be said. 
There are, however, some defects which were not 
made necessary by the character in which he was 
employed. There is no opposition between an 
honest courtier and 3. patriot ; for an honest courtier 
.cannot but be a patriot. 

It was unsuitable to the nicety required in short 
compositions, to close his verse with the word too: 
every rhyme should be a word of emphasis ; nor 
can this rule be safely neglected, except where the 
length of the poem makes slight inaccuracies ex- 
cusable, or allows room for beauties sufficient to 
overpower the effects of petty faults. 

At the beginning of the seventh line the word 
Jilled is weak and prosaic, having no particular 
adaptation to any of the words that follow it. 

The thought in the last line is impertinent, 
having no connexion with the foregoing character, 
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nor with the condition of the nmti described. HAd 
the epitaph been written on the poor conspirator*, 
who died lately in prison, after a confihemeht of 
nlore tiiwi forty yeai-s, without any crime proted 
agiinst him, the sehtiment had been just and pa^* 
thetical; but why should Trumbull be congra- 
tulated upon his liberty, who had never known 
restraint? 

III. 

On the Hon. Simon Harcourt, only Son of the 
Lord ChanceUoir Harcourt, at the Church of 
Stanton-Harcourt in Ojfordshirey VJ^O. 

To this sad shrme^ whoe'er thou art, draw near. 
Here lies the friend most loved, the son most dear ; 
Who ne*er knew joy, hut friendship might divide. 
Or gave his father grief htit when he died. 

How vain is reason, eloquence how weak I 
If Pope must tell whiit Hsurcourt cannot qieak. 
Oh, lei thy once loved friend inscrihe thy stone. 
And with a father's sorrows mix his own ! 

This epitaph is principally remarkable for the 
artful introduction of the name» which is inserted 
,with a peculiar felicity, to which chance must con- 
cur with genius, which no man can hope to attain 
Wice, and which cannot be copied but with servile 
imitation. 

I cannot but wish that, of this inscription, the 
two^last lines had been omitted^ as they jtake away 
from the energy what they do Hot add to the sense. 

♦ Major Bemardi, who died in Newgate, Sept. 20, 176S. See 
Gent. Mi^. v^. i. p. 1^5. 



IV. 

On James Craggs, Esq. 
In Westmnster- Abbey. 

JACOBVS CBAGGS, 

REOI MAGNAE BRITANKIAE A SECRETIS 

ET rONSILIIS SANCTIORIBVS, 

PRINCIPIS PARITER AC POPVLI AMOR ET DELICIAE: 

VIXIT TITVLIS ET INVIDIA MAJOR 

ANNOS HEV PAVCOS, XXXV. 

OB. FEB. XVI. MDCCXX. 

Statesman^ yet Mend to trath ! of soul dncere^ 
' In action faithful, and in honour dear ! 
Who broke no proinise, served no private end. 
Who gain'd no title, and who lost no friend ; 
£nnobled by himself^ by all approved. 
Praised, wept, and honour'd by the Muse he loved. 

The lines on Ctaggs wdre riot originally intended 
for an epitaph } and therefore some faults are to be 
imputed to the violence with which they are torn 
from the poertis that first contained them. We may, 
however, observe som6 defects. There is a re- 
dundancy of words in the first couplet : it is su- 
perfluous to tell of him, who was sincere f true^ and 
faithful^ that he was in honour clears 

There seems to be an opposition intended in the 
fourth line, which is not very obvious : where is 
the relation between the two positions, that he 
gained no title and lost no friend? 

It may be proper here to remark the absurdity of 
joinings in the same inscription, Latin and Englidi, 
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or verse and prosa If ekher laiigiiage be preferable 
to the other, let that only be used; for^no reason 
can be given why part of the information should 
be given in one tongue, and part in another, on a 
tomb, more than in any other place, or any other 
occasion ; and to tell all that can be conveniently 
told in verscy and then to call in tht help of prose, 
has always the appearance of a very artle^ expe- 
dient, or of an attempt unaccomplislied.., Such an 
epitaph resembles the conversation of a foreigner, 
who tells part of his meaning by words, and conveys 
part by signs. 

■ V. ^ ■ ' 

Intended fot Mr. Rowe. 
In We^trmmte^' Abbey. ^ 

Thy reliques^ Rowe, to this fair urn we trust. 
And sacred, place by Dryden's awful dust ; 
Beneath a xude and nameless stone he lies, 
. To which thy tomb shall guide inquiring «ye8. 
Peace to thy gentle shade, and endless rest ! 
Blest in thy genius, in thy love tpo blest ; ' , , 

One grateful woman to thy fame supplies " 

What a whole thankless land to hi^ denies* 

Of this inscription the chief fault is, that it ber 
longs less to Rowe, for whom it was written, than, 
to Dryden, who was buried near him ; and indeed 
gives very little information concerning either. - 

To wish j9eace to thy shade is too mythological 
to be admitted into a Christian temple : the ancient 
worship has infected almost all our other composi- 
tions, and might therefore be contented to spare 
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our epitaphs. Let fiction, at least, cease with life^ 
and let us he serious over the grave. 

VI. 

On Mrs. Corbet, 
Who died qfa Cancer in her Breast*. 

Here rests a woman^ good without pretence^ 
Bleat with jdatn reason^ and with sober sense ; 
N<» oMiqttett she^ b«t o'er herself^ desired ; 
No arts essay'd^ hat not to be admired. 
Passiim and pride were to her soul unknown^ 
C<mvinced that Virtue only is our own. 
So unaffected^ so ONnposed a mind^ 
So firm^ yet soft^ so strong, yet so refined^ 
Heaven, as its purest gold, by tortures tried ; 
The saint sustain'd it, but the woman died. 

I have always considered this as the most valua- 
ble of all Pope's epitaphs ; the subject of it is a 
character not discriminated by any shining or emi- 
nent peculiarities ; yet that which really makes, 
though not the splendour, the felicity of life, and 
that which every wise man will choose for bis final 
and lasting companion in the languor of age, in the 
quiet of privacy, when he departs weary and dis- 
gusted from the ostentatious, the volatile, and the 
vain. Of such a character, which the dull over- 
look, and the gay dei^se, it was fit that the value 
should be made known, and the dignity established. 
Domestic virtue, as it is exerted without great oc- 
casions, or conspicuous consequences, in an even 

* In the north aisle of the parish church of St. Margaret, 
Westminster. 

VOL. III. P 
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unnoted tenor, required the g^us of Pope to dia* 
play it in such a manner as might attract regard^ 
and enforce reverence. Who can forbear to la- 
ment that this amiable woman has no name in the 
verses ? 

If the particular lines of this inscription be ex- 
amined, it will appear less faulty than thi^ rest. 
There is scarce one line taken from coranH;>n plii^e^» 
unless it he that in which on^ Virtue M ^^ to be 
otir own. I once heard a lady .of gumt beauty and 
excellence object to the fourth line* that it c<hi- 
tained an unnatural and incredible panegyrick> Qf 
this let the ladies judge, 

VIL 

On the Monument qfthe Hon. Robert Digby, and 
qf his Sister Mary, erected bjf their Fatlwr the 
Lord Digby, m the Church qf Sherborne in 
DarsetshirCy I727. 

Go ! fair example of untainted youths 
Of modest wisdom^ and pacific truth : 
Ck)mposed in suffmngs, and in joy sedate^ . 
Good without noise^ without prtitendion gr#at» '. 
Just of thy word, in evwy thonight slnqeret^ • .;:,.; 
Who knew no wish but what the world might hear: 
Of softest manners^ unaflected mind^ , 

Lover of peace^ and friend of human kind : ' 
Go, Mve !' for heaven's etanal year is thine, ' * » '^'^^ ' 
Ge^aad «cdt thy mortal tadteiiie. .i , f * t 



And thou, blest maid I attMi^iuit 01^ hi8;daqmi 
Pensive hast foUow'd to the silent tomb, 
Steer*d the same course to the s£lme quiet s^bre. 
Not parttd long, and now to part no more ! 
Go, then, whet« only l^ss sineei^ is^ktowii ! 
Go, where to love and to enjoy «re ono I 
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Yet take tbete toan» M ortalii^'s i eliefi 
And^ till we share your yjfs, forgive oor.gpef : 
These little rites, a stone, a verse receive, 
'Tis all a &ther, all a friend can give ! 

' . , r 

This epitaph contains of the brother only a ge* 
Heral indiscriminate character, and of. the steter 
tells nothing but that she died; The diflictdfeyfiri 
writing epitaphs is to give a particular and appro- 
priate praise. This, however, is not always to be 
performed, whatever be the diligence lor abiKty of 
the writer; for/tbe greater part of mankind have 
no character at aU^ hare little tbitt dlstin^ishes 
them from others equally good or bad, atod there- 
fore nothing can be said of them which way not 
be applied with equid propriety to a thousand 
more. It is indeed no great panegyrick, that 
there is inclosed in this tomb one who was born 
in one year, and died in another; yet m^y use- 
ful and amiable lives have been ispenty which yet 
leave little materials for any other memorial. These 
are however not the proper subjects of poetry j 
and wheuever friendship, or any other motive^ 
obliged. a poet to write on such subjects, he must 
be forgiven if he sometimes wanders to genferalities, 
and utters the sitme praised over dififerenl tombs. 

The scantiness of human praises can scarcely be 
made more apparent, tha^ by remarking haw often 
Pope has, in the few q)ita|>l» wiikk he coftiposed, 
found it necessary to borrow frbm himtelf The 
fourteen epitaphs^ whrch life Has wrilteri; comprise 
about an hundred and forty lines, in which there 
are more repetitions r than wUl easily be Jjund in 
all the rest of his works. In the eight lines which 

p2 
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make the character of Digby, there is scarce any 
thought, or word, whicK may not be found in the 
other epitaphs. 

The ninth line, which is far the strongest and 
most elegant, is borrowed from ■ Dtyden. The con- 
clusion is the same with that on Harcourt, but is 
here more elegant and better connected. 

VIII. 
In Westmmster^iAi^bey, VJ^Si^ » 

Kneller, by Heaven^ and not a master, taught. 
Whose art was nal«re, and ^whose pictured tli6ugKt ; 
Now ht twD ages^ faoring saaleb'd hmk ^te 
Wh^'er was beauteoos^^or whatever was gre^t. 
Lies crown'd with Princep hoiiours. Poets lays. 
Due to his merit, and brave thirst of praise. 
Living, great Nature fear'd he might otitvie 
' Her' worts I and dying, ftftrs herself may di^. 

, Of this epitaph the first couplet is gppdj.the f^r 
copd not bad> the third is deformed .with a brokeft 
q^taphor, the word crowded not being agplical)lb 
to the honours or the lays, and the fourth js^^Bftt 
only borrowed from the epitaph on Kap^el, hsfit 
of a very harsh construction. v^-. i 

^- ■ IX. • •' ' • ■'■■-'" <^ ' 

On General Henry Withers. , , * 
In Westminster-Abb^ti^ 17^&» r. 

Here, Withers, rest ! thou bravest, gentlest niind. 
Thy country's friend, hut more of human kind. 



O bom to arms f O wortk in youth approved ! 
O soft humanity in age beloved ! 
For thee the hardy veteran drops a tear. 
And the gay courtier feds the sigh sincere. 

Withers, adieu ! yet not with thee remove 
Thy martial ^rit, or thy social love ! 
Amidst corruption, luxury, and rage. 
Still leave some ancient virtues to our age : 
Nor let us say (those English glories gone) ' 
The last true Briton lies beneath this stone. 

The epitaph on Withers affords another instance 
of common places, thongh somewhat diversified 
by mingled qualities, and the peculiarity of a pro- 
fession. 

The second couplet is abrupt, general, and un- 
pleasing; exclamation seldom succeeds in our lan- 
guage; and, I think, it may be obsferved that the 
particle O! used at the beginning of a sentence, 
always offends. 

The third couplet is more happy; the value ex- 
pressed for him, by different sorts of men, raises 
him to esteem ; there is* yet something of the com- 
mon cant of superficial satirists, wlia 'suppose 'that 
the ihsincei*ity of a cOurtiefr destroy* all his sen- 
sations, afttf'that'hfe is equally a disseinbler to the 
Kving and the dfead/ ' • : 

At the third couplet I should wish the epitaph 
to close, but that I should be unwilling to lose the 
two next lines, which yet are dearly bought if 
they cannot be retained without the four that fol- 
low them. ' • V 
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- / :. ^ .^...^ .. ....^ 

On Mr. Elijah Fentoh/ 

At Easthamstead in Berkshire^ I7S&. 

*" ''*'' 

This modest stone^ what few vain mtirl^Ji^fteMt^ ' 
May trtily say. Here liAs an honest mpi : * 

A poet, blest beyond the poet's fiite. 
Whom Heaven kept sacred from the Proud aad &resX : 
Foe to loud praise/ and friend to learned esm^ 
Content with science in the vale of peace. 
Calmly he lodc'd on either life, and here ' 

Saw nothing to regret, or there to fear; 
From Nature's temperate feast rose satisfied, 
Thanl^'d Heaven that he lived, and that he died. 

The first couplet of this epitaph is borrowed from 
Crashaw* The four next lines contain a species of 
graise peculiar, original, and just. Here, therefore, 
the inscription should have ended, the latter part 
containing nothing but what is common to every 
man who is wise and good. The character of 
Fenton was so amiable, that I cannot f<»rbear to 
wish for some poet or biographer to display it 
mpre fully for the advantage of posterity. If he 
did not stand in the first rank of genius, he may 
claim a place in the second ; and, whatever critic 
cism may object to his writings, censure could 
find very little to blame in his life. 

XI. 

On Mr. Gay. 

In Westminster-Abbey^ 1732. 

Of manners gentle^ of affections mild ; 
In wit^ a man ; simplicity^ a child : 
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With Aa^ve inummr tempering virtuous rage^ 
Form'd to delight at onoe and lash the age : 
Above teniptationi )n a low 0Bt&tQ, 
And unoomipted^ ev'n among the Great : 
A safe companion and an easy friend, 
IJMliamBAiimmgk ^^ lamented m ^F ^4» 
These are tbfiHHUNOjrs! notthaitber^thy bu3t, . 
Is mix'd with heroes, or with kings thy dust; 
But that the Worthy and the Good shall say. 
Striking their pensive bosoms — Here lies Gay. 

As Gray was. the favqurite of our author^ this. 
Epitaph was probably written with an uncommon 
degree of attention; yet it is not more successfully 
executed than the rest, for it will not always happen 
|;bl^ {the success of a poet is proportionate to his 
lal>our. The same observation ipay be extended] 
tjp all WQrHs of ims^natioD, which are oflen in- 
fluenced by caus^ wholly out of the performer's 
pQwer» by hints of which he perceives not the 
.qrigin» by sudden elevations of mind which he 
cannot produce in himself, and which sometimes 
rise when he expects them lea^t. 

The two parts of the first line are only echoes 
4>f each other; gentk manners an4 mild affections^ if 
jth^y me^n any thing, must mean th^ same. 

That Gay was a mon in wit is a very frigid com- 
mendation ; to have the wit of a man is not much 
for a poet. The wit qfman^ and the simplicity of a 
child, make a poor and vulgar contrast, and raise 
no ideas of excellence, either intellectual or moral. 

In the next couplet rege is less properly intro- 
duced after the mention of mildness and gentleness, 
which are made the constituents of his character ; 
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for a man so twfW and gentie^ to t^9i^^ hit^ rage 
was not difficult. 

The next line ris* inharmonious in its sound, and 
mean in it^ qonc^ption ^ the oppQsijtiQnif^.pbvious, 
and the word lash used absolutely, and without any 
modifieatioil, k gfbss arid ftftph)per; 

' To be dbtie temptaiipn in poverty, ^tidifreejrom 
aAruption among Sfte Gteett, is indeed such a petto* 
liarity as deserved notice. But to be a ^^ com- 
pankfn is a ppinise me/ely «egkti^f *y[l%^dt from 
possession of viHue, but the abseuee rf'^dce, atkl 
that one of the most odious. . •^^ 

As little can be added ^to^ bis character, by as- 
serting th^ he i?ra8 iAmentedin 1m eltdd Eve^y mm 
that dies is, at least by the writer of his epitaph, 
supposed to be lamented, and therefore this ge- 
neral lamentation does no honour to Gay. 

The first eight lines have no grammar > the ad- 
jectives are without any substantiwjj attd the epi- 
thets without a subject. 

The thought in the last line, that Gay is buried 
in the bosoms of the "worthy and the goodj who are 
distinguished only to lengthen the, line, is so dark 
that few understand it j and so harsh, when it is 
explained, that still fewer approve. 

XII. 

Intendedjor Sir Ii^aac Newton. 
In We^tmimter- Abbey.' 

IsAACus Newtonius: 
Quern Immortalem 
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Mortalem . ; i i , . , .';» 

Hoc marnjor fatetur. 
Nature, and ifature's laws, lay hid in night: 
' Ood'sdff, L^TMitoH fkt A*titf M!t^ H^t ' 

, ■ i- * i\ .' iin». ,*- ; '. ' K'it\i .^^V" !■ * *.' • . 

Of this epitaphj,. short iaa it is^ ^he .fiuilte seem 
not.toi he veiy few. Why part, should be Latin, 
and.pai:t,.Epg|ish, it is.wjt.eg^y t^diacttveirv' In 
the l^atin tb? oppp^tion, c^^Jmmorl^Jk. and Af or- 
taUh' ia a merei i^und^ oi\a->mere^ ^bU^; lie is 
not irnmorM iji.ftny is^ijw oootr^iry tathatin.whid^ 
he is morto/. .^ . :, . . . *^ .{ * 

I^.t;hQ v©rsj?s ,th^: thofght.is obviqus^ afld the 
WQr4a wi^^/ ^,ttd%^tare tooi nearly ^, 
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On Edmund Duke o/* Buckingham, ^//o died in 
ike igtk Year of his Age, 1785. 

If modest youth,- with cool reflection crown'd. 
And every opening virtue blooming round. 
Could save a parent's justest pride from fate. 
Or add ote patriot tb a sinking state ; 
Thk weepiag marble had not adk'd thy tear, ' 
Or sadly tol^Jvqw many iht^SiliiehereJ ^ . . 
The living virtue now had shone approved. 
The senate heard him, and his country loved. 
Yet softer honours, and less noisy fiune. 
Attend the shade of gentle Buckingham : 
In whom a race, ibr courage famed and aH, 
Ends in th« milder iii«rit> ol ihe htwrii 
And, chiefs or sages long to Britain given. 
Pays the last tribute of a' saint to heaven. 

This epitaph Mr. Waiburton prefers to the rest, 
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but I know not for what reason* To crown with 
reflection is surely a mode of speech approaching 
to nonsense. Opening virtues blooming rounds is 
something like tautology; the six following lines 
are poor and prosaick. Art is in another couplet 
used for arts, tfeat a rhyme may be had to heart. 
The six last lines ar^ the besti but tu>t excellent. 

The rest of his sepulchral performances hardly 
deserve the notice of criticism. The contempt- 
ible " Dialogue'* between He and She should have 
been suppressed for the author's sake. 

In his last epitaph on himself, in which he at- 
tempts to be jocular upon one of the few things 
that make wise men serious, he confounds the 
living man with the dead: 

Under this stone^ or under this sill^ 
Or under this turf^ ^. 

When a man is once buried^ the question, under 
what he is buried, is easily decided. He forgot 
that though he wrote the epitaph in a state of un- 
certainty, yet it could not be laid over him till his 
grave was made. Such is the folly of wit when it 
is ill employed. 

The world has but little new; even this wretch- 
edness seems to have been borrowed from the fol- 
lowing tuneless lines: 

Ludovici Areosti humantur ossa 

Sub hoc marmore^ vel sub hac humo^ seu 

Sub quicquid voluit benignus hseres 

Sive hseriede benignior comes^ seu 

Opportunius incidens Viator : 

Nam scire baud potuit futura, sed nee 
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Tanti erat vacuum ftibi eadaver ••'n* * 

UtutAncopei^paraieFiripeii^ • 
ViYj^iidistfttaau^iiiiibipftisvit* ..... 

QuiB Uiscribi voluit suo s«pulchro , 
Olim siquod haberetis sepylchrum. , 

< Surely Ariosto did not venture to expect that 
his trifle wonld bdrve^evi^r had such an illurstxious 
iimtator. ' • . 
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Christopher htt, of ^^hom whatever i 

shall relate, more than has been already published, 
I oWe to the kind communication of Dr. Wirtoti, 
was born in l699 at Blandf6rd, the son of a physi- 
cian much esteemed. 

He was, 1714, received as a scholar into "Win- 
chester College, where he was distinguished by 
exercises of uncommon elegance, and, at his re- 
moval to New College in 1719, presented to the 
electors, as the product of his private and volun- 
tary studies, a complete version of Lucan's poem, 
which he did not then know to have been tran- 
slated by Rowe. 

This is an instance of early diligence whi<5h weU 
deserves to be recorded. The suppression of such 
a work, recommended bv such uncommon circdm- 
stances, is to be regrett^. It is indeed culpaMe, 
to l6ad libranes with superfluous books; but in- 
dtements to 6arly excellence are never superfluoui^, ' 
and from this example the danger is not great of 
many imitations. 

When fte had resided at his college three years, 
he was presented to the rectory of Pinpern in 
Dorsetshire (1722), by his relation, Mr. Pitt of 



Stratfieldsea in Hampshire; and rei^gning his £eU 
lowsfaip, continued at Oxford two years longer, 
till he l^came Master of Arts (17*4). 

He probably about this time translated " Vida's 
Art of Poetry,?* which Tristram's ^lendid edition 
had then made popular. In tUis translation he di- 
atingufshed himself, both by its general elegtoce, 
and by the skilful adaptation of his numbers to the 
images expressed; a b^uty which Vida has with 
gi^at. ardour enforced ami exemplified. \ yi ' 

He th^ retired to his livii^, a place very pWaa- 
ing byits aituption, and therefore. like}y to^exdctQ 
the imagination of a poet; wfaece he passed the 
rest of his life, reverenced for'^his virtue, andbe- 
loved for the softness of his temper and the easi- 
ness of. hisinaBners^. Before strangers he. had 
something of the scholar's timidity or distrust; 
butiwb^i he became &miliar he was in a very high 
dis^giee cheeiful and entertainiug. ^ His general 
benevolence' procured general respect; and he 
passed.. a life placid and honourable, neithef; too 
gi*eat for the kindness of the low, nor too low for" 
the notice of the great. . . 

Ax.what time be composed his miscellany, pub- 
lial^fdan 17^9 it is not easy or nectwary to know: 
those .ifihich lu»re.|dates appear to have been very 
eaiiy productionsr and I«have not ci^rved that ai^y 
filie.^duHre mediocx|ity.i. 

The success of his Vida animated him to a higher 
undertakiii^;. and in his thirtieth year be publi^d 
a version of the first book of the Eneid. This 
being, I suppose, commended by his friends, he 
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witib an adveftia&Bdfmt, in wiiicb he, repnetenls 
himself as tcanslating with great 'm^epoetice, and 
Mrith a progress of which himself was hardly con- 
scious. This con hardly be true, and^ if true, is 
nothing to the reader. 

At last, without any further contention with his 
modesty, or any awe of the name of Dryden, he 
gave us a complete English Eneid, which I am 
sorry not to see joined in this publication witii fais 
other poema*. It woulcl have been pissing to 
httve an opportunity of comparing tl^ two best 
translations that pesrixapsi wiare ev^ produced by 
one nation of the same aiitiior. 

Rtt engaging as a rival with Dryden, naturally 
observed his failures, and avoided them ; and, as 
he wrote after Pope's Iliad, he had an example of 
an exact, equable, and s{dendid versification. With 
thea^ advantages, seconded by great diligence, he 
might successfully labour particular passages, and 
escape many errors. If the two ver^ons are com- 
^ pared, perhaps the result would be, that Dryden 
leads the reader forward by his g^ieral vigour and 
spriteliness, and Pitt often stops him to contem- 
plate the excellence of a single couplet ; that Dry- 
den's faults are forgotten in the hurry of deliglrt, 
and that Pitt's beauties are neglected in the lan- 
guor of a cold and listless perusal ; that Pitt pleases 
the criticks, and Dryden the people ; that Pitt is 
quoted, and Diryden r^d. 

He did not long enjo;^ the imputation whidi this 

* It is added to the late editioii. 
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great work deservedly conferred; ftw be left the 
world in 1748, and lies buried under a stone at 
Blandfbrd, on which is this inscri|^tion : 

t 
In Memory of 
Chr. Pitt, clerk, M. A. .1 

Very eminent , . 

for hfe talents in poetry; 

and yet mwe ' ' ^ . - * • ; 

for tleuBirfraatcaliAdiif if ' ' / 
his mind,, an^ t^primit}?^ ..| ^, , , , .,. 
simplicity of his mappers. 
He lired innocent^ 
and died beloved, ' 

Apr. Ifli, 1T4«,; ' ^ 

aged 4$^. 
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James Thomson, the son of a minister well 
esteemed for his piety and diligence, was born 
September 7, I7OO, at Ednam, in the shire of 
Roxburgh, of which his father was pastor. His 
mother, whose name was Hume, inherited as co- 
heiress a portion of a small estate. The revenue 
of a parish in Scotland is seldom large-, and it was 
probably in commiseration of the difficulty with 
which Mr. Thomson supported his family, having 
nine children, that Mr. Riccarton, a neighbouring 
minister, discovering in James uncommon promises 
of future excellence, undertook to superintend his 
education, and provide him books. 

He was taught the common rudiments of learn- 
ing at the school of Jedburgh, a place which he 
delights to recollect in his poem of " Autumn ;" 
but was not considered by his master as superior 
to common boys, though in those early days he 
amused his patron and his friends with poetical 
compositions} with which, however, he so little 
pleased himself, that on every new-year^s day he 
threw into the fire all the productions of the fore- 
going year. 

From the school he was removed to Edinburgh, 
where he had not resided two years when his fa- 



THaMSON. ^5 

ther died, and left all his children to the care of 
their mother, who raised upon her little estate 
what money a mortgage could afibrd, and, remov- 
ing with her family to Edinburgh, lived to see her 
son rising into eminence. 

The design of Thomson's friends was to breed 
him a minister. He lived at Edinburgh, at a 
school, without distinction or expectation, till at 
the usual time, he performed a probationary exeri 
cise by explaining a psalm. His diotion iims<so 
poetically splendid, that Mr. Haimlton,. the pro- 
fessor of divinity, r^jroved him for speaking Ian-* 
guage unintelligible to arpepuhur audience ; and 
he censured one of his expressions, as iadacent, if 
not profane. <' • 

This rebuke is reported to have repressed his 
thoughts of an ecclesiastical characier,>.and he pro- 
bably cultivated with new diligence .his: blossoms 
of poetry, which, however, w^re in some danger of 
a blast; for, submitting his. productions to scmie 
who thought themselves ^uadiiied to criticise, he 
heard of nothing but i&ult^; but, finding other 
jud^s more fayourahle, he did notaufier himsdf 
to sink iittb despondence, i:: > 

He easily discovered that th^^i^y stage on wJiicb 
a poet could^appear,^ wjith'^ny bope^ of advai^i^e, 
was Ix)ndon^ a pUiaaitoo wide^for tiieoperatiou of 
petty composition ; woid .rj^rivajte 1 malignity, : wbeie 
merit might sooil be^me Qanspixmousy and wtmld 
find friends as soon as dt bicdme/reputal^ to^be^ 
friend it. A lady who was ac<|uainted witk Ws 
mother advised bim to the journey, and promised 
some countenance or assiistance, which at last he 
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never received; however, he justified his adven- 
ture by her encouragement, and came to seek in 
London patronage and fame. 

At his arrival he found his way to Mr. Mallet, 
then tutor to the sons of the duke of Montrose. 
He had recommendations to several persons of 
consequence, which he had tied up carefully in 
his handkerchief; but , as he passed along the 
street, with the gaping curiosity of a new-comer, 
his attention was upon every thing rather than his 
pocket, and his magazine of credentials was stolen 
from him. 

His first want was a pair of shoes. For the supply 
of all his necessities, his whole fund was his " Win- 
ter," which for a time could find no purchaser ; 
till, at last, Mr. Millan was persuaded to buy it at 
a low price ; and this low price he had for some 
time reason to regret; but, by accident, Mr. What- 
ley, a man not wholly unknown among authors, 
happening to turn his eye upon it, was so delighted 
that he ran from place to place celebrating its ex* 
cellence. Thomson obtained likewise the notice 
of Aaron Hill, whom, being friendless and indi* 
gent, and glad of kindness, he courted with every 
expression of servile adulation. 

" Winter*' was dedicated to Sir Spencer Comp* 
ton, but attracted no regard from him to the au« 
thor ; till Aaron Hill awakened his attention by 
some verses addressed to Thomson, and published 
in one of the newspapers, which censured the 
great for their neglect of ingenious men. Thom- 
son then received a present of twenty guineas, of 
which he gives this account to Mr. Hill : 
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^^ I hinted to you in my last, that on Saturday 
morning I was with Sir Spencer Compton. A 
certain gentleman, without my desire^ spoke to 
him concerning me : his answer was, that I had 
never come near him. Then the gentleman put 
the question^ If he desired that I should wait on 
him ? He returned, he did. On this, the gentle* 
man gave me an introductory letter to him. He 
recdved me in what they commonly call a civil 
manner ; asked me some common-place questions ; 
and made me a present of twenty guineas. I am 
very ready to own that the present was larger than 
my performance. deserved ; smd shall ascribe it to 
his generosity, or any other cause, rather than the 
merit of the address." 

The poem, which, being of a new kind, few 
would venture at first to like, by degrees gained 
upon the publick; and one edition was very 
speedily succeeded by another* 

Thomson's credit was now high, and every 
day brought him new friends ; among others I>. 
Bundle, a man afterwards unfortunately famous, 
sought his acquaintance, and found his qualities , 
auch, that he recommended him to the Lord Chan^ 
cellor Talbot. 

" Winter'* was accompanied, in many editions^ 
not only with a preface and dedication, but with 
poetical praises by Mr. Hill, Mr. Mallet (then 
Malloch), and Mira, the fictitious name of a lady 
once too well known. Why the dedications are, 
to " Winter'' and the <^er Seasons, contrarily to 
custom, left out in the collected works, the reader 
may inqukre. 
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The next year (I727) }x% distinguished himself 
by three publications ; of " Summer,'* in pursuance 
of his plan ; of " A Poem on the Death of Sir 
Isaac Newton/* which he was enabled to perform 
as an exact philosopher by the instruction of Mr. 
Gray; and of " Britannia/' a kind of poetical in- 
vective against the ministry, whom the nation then 
thought not forward enough in resenting the de- 
predations of the Spaniards. By this piece he 
declared himself an adherent to the opposition, 
and had therefore no favour to expect from the 
Court. 

Thomson, having been some time entertained in 
the family of the Lord Binning, was desirous of 
testifying his gratitude by making him the patron 
of his " Summer/* but the same kindness which 
had first disposed Lord Binning to encourage him, 
determined him to refuse the dedication, which 
was by his advice addressed to Mr. Dodington, a 
man who had more power to advance the reputa- 
tion and fortune of a poet. 

, " Spring** was published next year, with a 
dedication to the Countess of Hertford; whose 
practice it was to invite every summer some poet 
into the country, to hear her verses and assist her 
studies. This honour was one summer conferred 
^ on Thomson, who took more delight in carousing 
with Lord Hertford and his friends than assisting 
her ladyship's poetical operations, and therefore 
never received another summons. 

** Autumn,** the season to which the " Spring" 
and " Summer" are preparatory, still remained 
unsung, and was delayed till he published (1780) 
his w^orks collected. 
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^ He produced in 1727 the tragedy of " Soph6- 
nid^a,'' which raised such expectation, that every 
rehearsal was dignified with a splendid audience, 
collected to anticipate the delight that was pre- 
paring for the publick. It was observed, how- 
ever, that nobody was much affected, and that the 
company rose as from a mpral lecture. 

It had upon the stage no unusual degree of 
success. Slight accidents will operate upon the 
taste of pleasure. There is a feeble line in the 
play:— 

O, Sophonisba^ Sophonisba, O ! 
This gave occasion to a waggish parody : — 

O, Jemmy Thomson^ Jemmy Thomson^ O ! 

which for a while was echoed through the town. 

I have been told by Savage, that of the Prologue 
to " Sophonisba'* the first part was written by 
Pope, who could not be persuaded to finish it ; and 
that the concluding lines were added by Mallet. 

Thomson was not long afterwards, by the in- 
fluence of Dr. Rundle, sent to travel with Mr. 
Charles Talbot, the eldest son of the Chancellor. 
He was yet young enough to receive new im- 
pressions, to have his opinions rectified, and his 
views enlarged ; nor can he be supposed to have 
wanted that curiosity which is inseparable from an 
active and comprehensive mind. He may there- 
fore now be supposed to have revelled in all the 
joys of intellectual luxury; he was every day 
feasted with instructive novelties ; he lived splen- 
didly without expense; and might expect wher^ 
he returned home a certain establishment. 
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At this time a long course of opposition to Sir 
Robert Walpole had filled the nation with clamours 
for liberty, of which no man felt the want, and 
with care for liberty, which was not in danger. 
Thomson, in his travels on the Continent, found 
or fancied so many evils arising from the tyranny 
of other governments, that he resolved to write a 
very long poem, in five parts, upon Liberty, 

While he was busy on the first book, Mr. Talbot 
died ; and Thomson, who had been rewarded for 
his attendance by the place of secretary of the 
Briefs, pays in the initial lines a decent tribute to 
his memory. 

Upon this great poem two years were spent, and 
the author congratulated himself upon it as his 
noblest work ; but an author and his reader are 
not always of a mind. Liberty called in vain upon 
her votaries to read her praises, and reward her 
encomiast: her praises were condemned to harbour 
spiders, and to gather dust: none of Thomson's 
performances were so little regarded. 

The judgement of the publick was not erroneous: 
the recurrence of the same images must tire in 
time ; an enumeration of examples to prove a po- 
sition which nobody denied, as it was from the be- 
ginning superfluous, must quickly grow disgusting. 

The poem of " Liberty** does not now appear 
in its original state ; but, when the author's works 
were collected after his death, was shortened by 
Sir George Lyttelton, with a liberty which, as it 
has a manifest tendency to lessen the confidence of 
society, and to confound the characters of authors, 
by making one man write by the judgement of 
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another, cannot be justified by any supposed pro- 
priety of the alteration, or kindness of the friend* 
— I wish to see it exliibited as its author left it. 

Thomson now lived in ease and plenty^ and 
seems for a while to have suspended his poetry ; 
but he was soon called back to labour by the death 
of the Chancellor, for his place then became vacant; 
and though the Lord Hardwicke delayed for some 
time to give it away, Thomson's bashfulness or 
pride, or some other motive perhaps more laudable, 
withheld him from soliciting ; and the new Chan- 
cellor would not give him what he would not ask. 

He now relapsed to his former indigence ; but 
the Prince of Wales was at that time struggling for 
popularity, and by the influence of Mr. Lyttelton 
professed himself the patron of wit ; to him Thom- 
son was introduced, and being gaily interrogated 
about the state of his affairs, said, ^^ that they were 
in a more poetical posture than formerly ;'* and 
had a pension allowed him of one hundred pounds 
ayeir. 

Being now obliged to write, he produced (1738) 
the tragedy of Agamemnon, which was much 
shortened in the representation. It had the fate 
which most commonly attends mythological stories, 
and was only endured, but not favoured. It 
struggled with such difficulty through the first 
night, that Thomson, coming late to his friends 
with whom he was to sup, excused his delay by 
telling them how the sweat of his distress had so 
disordered his wig, that he could not come till he 
bad been refitted by a barber. 

He so interested himself in his own drama, that. 
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if I remember right, as he sat in the uj^er gallery, 
he accompanied the players by audible recitation, 
till a friendly hint frighted him to silence. Pope 
countenanced "Agamemnon,** by coming to it 
the first night, and was welcomed to the theatre 
by a. general clap ; he had much regard for Thorn* 
son, and once expressed it in a poetical epistle sent 
to Italy, of which however he abated the value, by 
transplanting some of the lines into his epistle to 
" Arbuthnot.** 

About this time the act was passed for licensing 
playSjt of which the first operation was the pro- 
hibition of " Gustavus Vasa,** a tragedy of Mr. 
Brooke, whom the publick recompensed by a very 
liberal subscription ; the next was the refusal of 
" Edward and Eleonora," offered by Thomson. It 
is hard to discover why either play should have 
been obstructed, Thomson likewise endeavoured 
to repair his loss by a subscription, of which I 
cannot now tell the success. 

When the publick murmured at the unkind treat* 
ment of Thomson, one of the ministerial writers 
remarked, that " he had taken a Liberty which was 
not agreeable to Britannia in any Season.^* 

He was soon after employed, in conjunction witt 
Mr. Mallet, to write the masque of "Alfred,** which 
was acted before the Prince at Cliefden House. 

His next work (1745) was "Tancred and Sigis- 
munda,** the most successful of all his tragedies ; 
for it still keeps its turn upon the stage. It may 
be doubted whether he was, either by the bent 
of nature or habits of study, much qualifiied for 
tragedy. It does not appear that he had much 
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sense of the pathetick ; and his diffiisive and de- 
scriptive style produced declamation rather than 
dialogue. 

His friend Mr. Ly ttelton was now in power, and 
conferred upon him the office of surveyor^eneral 
of the Leeward Islands ; from which, when his 
deputy was paid, he received about three hundred 
pounds a year. 

The last piece that he lived to publish was the 
" Castle of Indolence,'* which was many years 
under his hand, but was at last finished with great 
accuracy. The first canto opens a scene of lazy 
luxury that fills the imagination. 

He was now at ease, but was not long to enjoy 
it; for, by taking cold on the water between 
London and Kew, he caught a disorder, which, 
with some careless exasperation, ended in a fever 
that put an end to his life, August 27, 17*8. He^ 
was buried in the church of Richmond, without 
an inscription ; but a monument has been erected 
to his memory in Westminster Abbey. 

Thomson was of stature above the middle size, 
and " more fat than bard beseems,'* of a dtdl 
countenance, and a gross, unanimated, uninviting 
appearance ; silent in mingled company, but cheer- 
ful among select friends, and by his friends very 
tenderly and warmly beloved. 

He left behind him the tragedy of " Coriolanus," 
which was, by the zeal of his patron Sir George 
Lyttelton, brought upon the stage for the benefit 
^f his family, and recommended by a prologue, 
which Quin, who had long lived with Thomson in 
fond intimacy, spoke in such a manner as showed 
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him "to be/* on that occaaion, ^* no actor." The 
commencement of this benevolence i^ very ho^ 
nourable to Quin, who is reported to have delivered 
Thomson, then known to him only for his genius, 
from an an*est, by a very considerable present j 
and its continuance is honourable to both; for 
friendship is not always the sequel of obligation* 
By this tragedy a considerable sum was raised, of 
which part discharged his debts, and the rest was 
remitted to his sisters, whom, however removed 
from them by place or condition, he regarded with 
great tenderness, as will appear by the following 
letter, which I communicate with much pleasure, 
as it gives me at once an opportunity of recording 
the fraternal kindness of Thomson, and reflecting 
on the friendly assistance of Mr. Boswell, from 
whom I received it. 

" Hagley in Worcestershire, 
" October the 4th, 174/7- 
" My dear Sister, 
" I thought you had known me better than to 
interpret my silence into a decay of affection^ 
especially as your behaviour has always been such 
as rather to increase than diminish it. Don't 
imagine, because I am a bad correspondent^ tluit 
I can ever prove an unkind friend and brother. 
I must do myself the justice to tell you, that my 
afiections are naturally very fixed and constant ; 
and if I had ever reason of complaint against you, 
(of which, by the by, I have not the least shadow)^ 
I am conscious of so many defects in myself, as dis- 
pose me to be not a littiie charitable and forgiving. 
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"It gives me the truest heart-felt satisfaction 
to hear you have a good, kind husband, and are 
in easy contented circumstances ; but were they 
otherwise, that would only awaken and heighten 
my tenderness towards you. As our good and 
tender-hearted parents did not live to receive any 
material testimonies of that highest human gra- 
titude I owed them (than which nothing could 
have given me equal pleasure), the only return I 
can make them now is by kindness to those they 
left behind them. Would to God poor Lizy bad 
lived longer, to have been a farther witness of the 
truth of what I say, and that I might have had the 
pleasure of seeing once more a sister who so truly 
deserved my esteem and love ! But she is happy, 
while we must toil a little longer here below; let 
us however do it cheerfully and gratefully, sup- 
ported by the pleasing hope of meeting you again 
on a safer shore, where to recollect the storms and 
difficulties of life will not perhaps be inconsistent 
with that blissful state. You did right to call your 
daughter by her name : for you must needs have 
had a particular tender friendship for one another, 
endeared as you were by nature, by having passed 
the affectionate years of your youth together ; and 
by that great softener and engager of hearts, mutud 
hardship. That it was in my power to ease it a 
little, I account one of the most exquisite pleasures 
of my life. — But enough of this melancholy, though 
not unpleasing, strain. 

" I esteem you for your sensible and disinterested 
advice to Mr. Bell, as you will see by my letter to 
him ; as I approve entirely of his marrying again. 
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you may readily ask me why I don't marry at all. 
My circi;imstances have hitherto been so variable 
and uncertain in this fluctuating world, as induce 
to keep me from engaging in such a state : and 
now, though they are more settled, and of late 
(which you will be glad to hear) considerably im- 
proved, I begin to think myself too far advanced 
in life for such youthful undertakings, not to 
mention some other petty reasons that are apt to 
startle the delicacy of difficult old bachelors. I 
am, however, not a little suspicious that, was I to 
pay a visit to Scotland {which I have some thought 
of doing soon), I might possibly be tempted to 
think of a thing not easily repaired if done amiss. 
I have always been of opinion, that none make 
better wives than the ladies of Scotland ; and yet, 
who more forsaken than they, while the gentlemen 
are continually running abroad all the world over ? 
Some of them, it is true, are wise enough to re- 
turn for a wife. You see I am beginning to make 
interest already with the Scots ladies. — But no 
more of this infectious subject— Pray let me hear 
from you now and then ; and though I am not a 
regular correspondent, yet perhaps I may mend 
in that respect. Remember me kindly to your 
husband, and believe me to be 

" Your most affectionate brother, 

" James Thomson.'* 

(Addressed) '' To Mrs. Thomscm in Lanark.*' 

The benevolence of Thomson was fervid, but 
not active ; he would give on all occasions what 
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assistance his purse would supply; but the offices 
of intervention or "solicitation he could not con- 
quer his sluggishness sufficiently to perform. The 
aflFairs of others, however, were not more neglected 
than his own. He had often felt the inconveni- 
ences of idleness, but he never cured it ; and was 
so conscious of his own character, that he talked 
of writing an Eastern Tale ** of the Man who loved 
to be in Distress." 

Among his peculiarities was a very unskilful and 
inarticulate manner of pronouncing any lofty or 
solemn composition. He was once reading to 
Dodington, who, being himself a reader eminently 
elegant, was so much provoked by his odd utter- 
ance, that he snatched the paper from his hands, 
and told him that he did not understand his own 
verses. 

The biographer of Thomson has remarked, that 
an author's life is best read in his works: his ob- 
servation was not well-timed. Savage, who lived 
niuch with Thomson, once told me, how he heard 
a lady remarking that she could gather from his 
works three parts of his character, that he was a 
" great lover, a great swimmer, and rigourously 
abstinent ;'' but, said Savage, he knows not any 
love but that of the sex ; he was perhaps never in 
cold watfer in his life ; and he indulges himself in 
all the luxury that comes within his reach. Yet 
Savage always spoke with the most eager praise of 
his social qualities, his warmth and constancy of 
friendship, and his adherence to his first acquaint- 
ance when the advancement of his reputation had 
left them behind him. 
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As a writer, he is entitled to one praise of the 
highest kind : his mode of thinking, and of ex- 
pressing his thoughts, is original. His blank verse 
is ,no more the blank verse of Milton, or of any 
other poet, than the rhymes of PAor are the 
rhymes of Cowley. His numbers, his pauses, his 
diction, are of his own growth, without transcrip- 
tion, without imitation. He thinks ill a peculiar 
train, and he thinks always as a man of genius; he 
looks round on Nature and on Life with the eye 
which Nature bestows only on a poet; the eye that 
distinguishes in every thing presented to its view, 
whatever there* is on which imagination can de- 
light to be detained, and with a mind that at once 
comprehends the vast, and attends to the minute. 
The reader of the " Seasons" wonders that he never 
saw before what Thomson shows him, and that h^ 
never yet has felt what Thomson impresses. 

His is one of the works in which blank verse 
seems properly used. Thomson's wide expansion 
of general views, and his enumeration of circum- 
stantial varieties, would have been obstructed and 
emb^rassed by the frequent intersection of the 
sense, which are the necessary effects of rhyme. 

His descriptions of extended scenes and general 
effects bring before us the whole magnificence of 
Nature, whether pleasing or dreadful. The gaiety 
of Spring, the splendour of Summer, the tranquil- 
lity of Autumn, and the horror of Winter, take in 
their turns possession of the mind. The poet leads 
us through the appearances of things as they are 
successively varied by the vicissitudes of the year, 
and imparts to us so much of his own enthusiasm, 
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that our thoughts expand with his imagery, and 
kindle with his sentiments. Nor is the naturalist 
without his part in the entertainment; for he is 
assisted to recollect and to combine, to range his 
discoveries, and to amplify the sphere of his con- 
templation. 

The great defect of the " Seasons** is want of 
method ; but for this I know not that there was 
any remedy. Of many appearances subsisting all 
at once, no rule can be given why one should be 
mentioned before another ; yet the memory wants 
the help of order, and the curiosity is not excited 
by suspense or expectation. 

His diction is in the highest degree florid and 
luxuriant, such as may be said to be to his images 
and thoughts " both their lustre and their shade;** 
such as invest them with splendour, through which 
perhaps they are not always easily discerned. It 
is too exuberant, and sometimes may be charged 
with filling the ear more than the mind. 

These Poems, with which I was acquainted at 
their first appearance, I have since found altered 
and enlarged by subsequent revisals, as the author 
supposed his judgement to grow more exact, and 
as books or conversation extended his knowledge 
and opened his prospects. They are, I think, im- 
proved in general ; yet I know not whether they 
have not lost part of what Temple calls their 
"race;** a word which, applied to wines in its 
primitive sense, means the flavour of the soil. 

" Liberty,** when it first appeared, I tried to 
read, and soon desisted. I have never tried again. 



«40 THOMSON. 

and therefore will not hazard either praise or 
censure. 

The highest praise which he has received ought 
not to be suppressed : it is said by Lord Lyttelton, 
in the Prologue to his posthumous play, that his 
works contained 

No line which, dying, he could wish to blot. 
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The Poems of DR. WATTS were by my re- 
commendation inserted in the late Collection ; the 
readers of which are to impute to me whatever 
pleasure or weariness they may find in the perusal 
of Blackmore, Watts, Pomfret, and Yalden. 

Isaac Watts was bom July I7, 167*5 at South- 
ampton, where his father, of the same name, kept 
a boarding-school for young gentlemen, though 
common report makes him a shoemaker. He ap- 
pears, from the narrative of Dr. Gibbons, to have 
been neither indigent nor illiterate^ 

Isaac, the eldest of nine children, was given to 
books from his infancy; and began, we are told, 
to learn Latin when he was four years old, I sup- 
pose, at home. He was afterwards taught Latin, 
Greek, and Hebrew, by Mr. Pinhorne, a clergy- 
man, master of the ^ree-school at Southampton, 
to whom the gratitude of his scholar afterwards 
inscribed a Latin ode. 

His proficiency at school was so conspicuous, 
that a subscription was proposed for his support 
at the University; but he declared his resolution 
of taking his lot with the Dissenters. Such he 
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was as every Christian Church would rejoice to 
have adopted. 

He therefore repaired, in 1690, to an academy 
taught by Mr. Rowe^ where he had for his com- 
panions and fellow-students Mr. Hughes the poet, 
and Dr. Horte, afterwards Archbishop of Tuam. 
Some Latin Essays, supposed to have been written 
as exercises at this academy, show a degree of 
knowledge, both philosophical and theological, 
such as very few attain by a much longer course 
of study. • 

He was, as he hints in his Miscellanies, a maker 
of verses from fifteen to fifty, and in his youth he 
appears to have paid attention to Latin poetry. His 
verses to his brother, in the glyconick measure, 
written when he was seventeen, are remarkably 
easy and elegant. Some of his other odes are de- 
formed by the Pin^arick folly then prevailing, and 
are written with such i^eglect of all metrical rules 
as is without example among the ancients; but his 
diction, though perhaps not always exactly pure, 
has such copiousness and splendour, as shows that 
he was but a very little distance from excellence. 

His method of study was Ip impress the contents 
of his books upon his memory by abridging them, 
and by interleaving them to amplify one system 
with supplements from another. 

With the congregation of his tutor Mr. I^owe, 
who were, I believe. Independents, he ooxnmuni* 
cated in his nineteenth year. 

At the age of twenty he left the academy, and 
spent two years in study and devotion at the house 
of his father, who treated him with great tender- 
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ness; and had the happiness, indulged to few pa- 
rents, of living to see his son eminent for literature, 
an(J venerable for piety. 

He was then entertained by Sir John Hartopp 
five years, as domestick tutor to his son : and in 
that time particularly devoted himself to the study 
of the Holy Scriptures; and, being chosen assist- 
ant to Dr. Chauncey, preached the first time on 
the birth-day that completed his twenty-fourth 
year ; probably considering that as the day of a 
second nativity, by which he entered on a new 
period ot existence . 

In about three years he succeeded Dr. Chaun- 
cey j but, soon after his entrance on his charge, he 
was seized by a dangerous illness, which sunk him 
to such weakness, that the congregation thought 
an assistant necessary, and appointed Mr. Price. 
His health then returned gradually; and he per- 
formed his duty, till (1712) he was seized by a 
fever of such violence and continuance, that, from 
the feebleness which it brought upon him, he never 
perfectly recovered. 

This calamitous state made the compassion of his 
friends necessary, and drew upon him the attention 
of Sir Thomas Abney, who received him into his 
house ; where, with a constancy of friendship and 
unifonmty of conduct not often to be found, he 
was treated for thirty-six years with all the kind- 
ness that friendship could prompt, and all the at- 
tention that respect could dictate. Sir Thomas 
died about eight years afterwards j but he conti- 
nued with the lady and her daughters to the end 
of his Kfe. The lady died about a year after him. 

R 2 
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A coalition like this, a state in which the notiops 
of patronage and dependence were overpowered 
by the perception of reciprocal benefits, deserves 
a particular memorial; and I will not withhold 
from the reader Dr. Gibbons's representation, to 
which regard is to be paid as to the narrative of 
one who writes what he knows, and what is known 
likewise to multitudes besides. 

" Our next observation shall be made upon that 
remarkably kind Providence which brought the 
Doctor into Sir Thomas Abney's family, and con- 
tinued him there till his death, a period of no less 
than thirty-six years. In the midst of his sacred 
labours for the glory of God, and good of his ge- 
neration, he is seized with a most violent and 
threatening fever, which leaves him oppressed 
with great weakness^ and puts a stop at least to his 
publick services for four years. In this distressing 
season, doubly so to his active and pious spirit, he 
is invited to Sir Thomas Abney's family, nor ever 
removes from it till he had finished his days; Here 
he enjoyed the uninterrupted demonstrations of 
the truest friendship. Here, without any care of 
his own, he had every thing which could contri- 
bute to the enjoyment of life, and favour the un- 
wearied pursuits of his studies. Here he dwelt in 
a failiily, which for piety, order, harmony, and 
every virtue, was an house of God. Here he had 
the privilege of a country recess, the fragrant 
bower, the spreading lawn, the flowery garden, and 
other advantages, to sooth his mind and aid his re- 
storation to health; to yield him, whenever he 
chose them, most grateful intervals from his labo- 
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rious studies, and enable him to return to them 
with redoubled vigour and delight Had it not 
been for this most happy event, he might, as to 
outward view, have feebly, it may be painfully, 
dragged on through many more years of langour, 
and inability for publick service, and even for pro- 
fitable study, or perhaps might have sunk into his 
grave under the overwhelming load of infirmities 
in the midst of his days; and thus the church and 
world would have been deprived of those many 
excellent sermons and works, which he drew up 
and published during his long residence in this 
family. In a few years after his coming hither. 
Sir Thomas Abney dies; but his amiable consort 
survives, who shows the Doctor the same respect 
and friendship as before, and most happily for him 
and great numbers besides; for, as her riches were 
great, her generosity and munificence were in full 
proportion ; her thread of life was drawn out to a 
great age, even beyond that of the Doctor's; arid 
thus this exceUent man, through her kindness, and 
that of her daughter, the present Mrs. Elizabeth 
Abney, who in a like degree esteemed and ho- 
noured him, enjoyed all the benefits and felicities 
he experienced at his first entrance into this 
family, till his days were numbered and finished ; 
land, like a ^ock of corn in its season, he ascended 
into the regions of perfect and immortal life and 

Joy." 

If this quotation has appeared long, let it be con- 
sidered that it comprises an account of six-and- 
thirty years, and those the years of Dr. Watts. 

From the time of his reception into this family. 
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his life was no otherwise diversified than by sue* 
cessive publications. The series of his works I 
am not able to deduce ; their number and their 
variety show the intenseness of his industry, and 
the extent of his capacity. 

He was one of the first authors that taught the 
Dissenters to court attention by the graces of Ian* 
guage. Whatever they had among them bef(H^ 
whether of learning or acuteness, was commonly ob* 
scured and blunted by coarseness and inelegance of 
style. He showed them, that zeal and purity might 
be expressed and enforced by polished diction. 

He continued to the end of his life a teacher of 
a congregation ; and no reader of his works can 
doubt his fidelity or diligence. In the pulpit, 
though his low stature, which very little exceeded 
five feet, graced him with no advantages of appear- 
ance, yet the gravity and propriety of his utterance 
made his discourses very efficacious. I once men- 
tioned the reputation which Mr. Foster had gained 
by his proper delivery to my friend Dr. Hawkes- 
worth, who told me, that in the art of pronuncia- 
tion he was far inferior to Dr. Watts. 

Such was his flow of thoughts, and such his 
promptitude of language, that in the latter part of 
his life he did not precompose his cursory sermons, 
but having adjusted the heads, and sketched out 
some particulars, trusted for success to his extem- 
porary powers. 

He did not endeavour to assist his eloquence 
by 2^y gesticulations; for, as no corporeal actions 
have any correspondence with theological truth, 
he did not see how they could enforce it 
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At the coficlusion of weighty sentences he gave 
time, by a short pause, for the proper impression. 

To stated and publick instriictioii he added 
familiar visits and personal application, and wsis 
careful to improve the opportunities which con- 
versation offered of difibsing and increasing the 
influence of religion* 

By his. natural temper he was quick of resent- 
ment ; but by his established and habitual practice 
he was gentle, modest, and inoffensive. His ten- 
derness appeared in his attention to children, and 
to the poor. To the poor, while he lived in the 
family of his friend, he allowed the third part of 
his annual revenue, though the whole was not a 
hundred a year j and for children he condescended 
to lay aside the scholar, the philos<4)her, and the 
wit, to write little poems of devotion, and systems 
of instruction, adapted to their wants and capacities, 
from the dawn of reason through its gradations of 
advance in the morning of life. Every man, ac- 
quainted with the common principles of human ac- 
tion, will look with veneration on the writer, who is 
at one tilne combating Locke, and at another mak- 
ing a catechism for children in their fourth yean 
A voluntary descent from the dignity of science is 
perhaps the hardest lesson that humility can teach. 

As his mind was capacious, his curiosity excur* 
sive, and his industry continual, his writings are 
very numerous, and his subjects various. With his 
theological Works I am only enough acquainted to 
admire his meekness of opposition, and his mildness 
of censure. It Was not only in his book, but in his 
mind, that orthodoxy was united with charity. 
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Qf jlw philo9opbieid pieces^ his LogiiCk bsa been 
r^€&vQd dnta the universilties^ and therefore wants 
^o priv^ recommeadatioQ ; if he owespart dPit 
to I^ Clerc, it mu9t be considered that no man; 
who^ undertakes merely to methodise or illustrate 
a system, pretends to be its author* 

In bis metaphysical disquisitions, it j¥a$ observed 
by the late IcJ&rned Mr, I>yer, that he confounded 
the idea of^pocawith tibaiof mp^ spacCf and &d 
not consider that though' space might be wslhout 
matter, yet mattar being extended could not be 
without space. 

Few books have been perused by me with greater 
pleasure than his ** Improvement of the Mind/' 
of which the radical principle may indeed be found 
in Locke's "Conduct of the Understanding," but 
they are so expanded and ramified by Watts, as to 
confer upon him the merit of a work in theJughest 
degree useful and pleasing. Whoever has the care 
of instructing others may be charged with defi- 
cience in his duty if this book is not recommended.' 

I have mentioned his treatises of theology as 
distinct from his other productions ; but the truth 
is, that whatever he took in hand, was, by his in- 
cessant solicitude for souls, converted to theology. 
As piety predominated in his mind, it is (Mflfused 
over his works : under his direction it may be truly 
said TheologuB Philosophia ancillatur, philosophy is 
subservient to evangelical instruction. It i^ diffi- 
cult, to read a page without lemming, or at lea«t 
wishing, to be better. The attention is caught by 
indirect instruction, and he that sat down only tQ 
reason, is on a sudden compelled to pray. 
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kiswai thenfbre'with great' {>topiiety tkaH in 
I'^Sfty he reeled from Edinburgh and Aberd^^tf 
an' uMoUcked diploma, by whi^ hcf bec^ JMs t( 
Doctor of Divinity « Academieal honours' we^ld 
have More vahie, if they , were, always bestowkt 
with equal judgemaiit. ' / ^ 

He continued many years to study and ftfp^ehfch, 
and to do good by his ^instruction and ^^i^te i 
tiXL at last the intimities of age disabled hi^fmii 
the morelabodous part of his lAinfet^^ridf feiidtidns, 
and, being no longer Capable of |niblick difty, he 
offered to remit the salary appendant to it ; but 
his congregation would not accept the resignation. 

By degrees his weakness incr^^ed, and at kift 
confined him to his chamber and his bed; where 
he was worn grachially away without pain, till he 
expired Nov. 25, 1748, in the seventy-fifth year of 
his age. 

Few men have left behind such purity of* cha- 
racter, or such monuments of laborious piety. Se 
has provided instruction for all ages; froiii those 
who are lisping their first lessons, to the enlight- 
ened readers of Malbranche and Locke ; he has left 
neither corporeal nor spiritual nature unexamined; 
hjB has taught the art of reasoning, and the science 
of the stars. 

His character, therefore, must be formed from 
the multiplicity and diversity of his attainments, 
rather than from any single performance ; for it 
would not be safe to claim for him the highest 
rank in any single denomination of literary digr 
nity ; yet perhaps there was nothing in which he 
WQuld not have exelled, if he had not divided his 
powers to different pursuits. 
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As a poet) had he been otily a poet, he would 
probably have stood high among the authors with 
whom he is now associated. For his judgement was 
exact) and he noted beauties and faults with very 
nice discernment; his imagination, as the *' Dacian 
Battle" proves, was vigorous and active, and the 
stores of knowledge were large by which hid ftiflcy 
was to be supplied* His ear wa» well tuned, ind 
bis diction was elegant and copious. But his de- 
votional poetry is, like that of others, unsatii^fkc-* 
tory. The paucity of its topicks enforces perpetual 
repetition^ and the sanctity of the matter rejects 
the ornaments of figurative diction* It is sufficient 
for Watts to have done better than others what no 
man has done well. 

His poems on other subjects seldom rise higher 
than might be expected from the amusements of a 
man of letters, and have different degrees of value 
as they are more or less laboured, or as the occasion 
was more or less favourable to invention. 

He writes too often without reguliur measures, 
and too often in blank verse ; the rhymes are not 
always sufficiently correspondent. He is particu- 
larly unhappy in coining names expressive of cha- 
racters. His lines are commonly smooth and easy, 
and his thoughts always religiously pure^ but who 
is there that, to so much piety and innocence, does 
not wish for a greater measure of spriteliness and 
vigour ! He is at least one of the few poets with 
whom youth and ignorance may be safely pleased: 
and happy will be that reader whose mind is dis* 
posed by bis verses or his prose, to imitate him in 
all but his non-conformity, to copy his benevolence 
to man, and his reverence to God. 



251 



A. PHILIPS. 



Of the birth or early part of the life of Ambhose 
Philips I have not been able to find any account. 
His academical education he received at St. John's 
College in Cambridge, where he first solicited the 
notice of the world by some English verses, in the 
collection published by the University on the death 
of Queen Mary. 

From this time how he was employed, or in what 
station he passed his life, is not yet discovered. He 
must have published his Pastorals before the year 
I7O8, because they are evidently prior to those of 
Pope. 

He afterwards (1709) addressed to the universal 
patron, the Duke of Dorset, a " Poetical Letter 
from Copenhagen,** which was published in the 
*^ Tatler,** and is by Pope, in one of his first letters, 
mentioned with high praise, as the production of 
a man *• who could write very nobly." 

Philips was a zealous Whig, and therefore easily 
found access to Addison and Steele ; but his ardour 
seems not to have procured him any thing more 
than kind words ; since he was reduced to trans- 
late the " Persian Tales** for Tonson, for which he 
was afterwards reproached, with this addition of 
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contempt, that he worked for half-a-crown. The 
book is divided into many sections, for each of 
which, if he received half-a-crown, his reward, as 
writers then were paid, was very liberal ; but half- 
a-crown had a mean sound. 

He was employed in promoting the principles of 
his party, by epitomising Racket's ** Life of Arch- 
bishop Williams/' The original book is written 
wilii such depravity of genius, such mixture of the 
fyp and pedant, as has not often appeared. Tlie 
efHtome is free enough from affectation, but has 
little spirit or vigour. 

In 1712 he brought upon the stage " The Dis- 
trest Mother," almost a translation of Racine's 
** Andrbmaque." Such a work requires no un- 
common powers J but the friends of Philips exerted 
every art to promote his interest. Before the ap- 
pearance of the play, a whole " Spectator," none 
indeed of the best, was devoted to its praise j while 
it yet continued to be acted, another " Spectator" 
was written, to tell what impression it made upon . 
Sir Roger ; and on the first night a select audience, 
says Pope*, was called together to applaud it. 

It was concluded with the most successful Epi- 
logue that was ever yet spoken on the English 
theatre. The three first nights it was recited 
twice ; and not only continued to be demanded 
through the run, as it is termed, of the play, but 
whenever it is recalled to the stage, where by pe- 
culiar fortune, though a copy from the French, it 
yet keeps its place, the Epilogue is still expected, 
and is still spoken. 

* Spence. 
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The propriety of epilogues in general, and conse- 
quently of this, was questioned by a correspondent 
of the " Spectator/' whose Letter was undoubtedly 
admitted for the sake of the answer, which socaai felt 
lowed, written with much zeal and acrimony* Tk^ 
attack and the defence equally contributed to sti- 
mulate curiosity and continue attention. It may 
be discovered in the defence, that Prior^s Epik^oe 
to " Phaedra'* had a little excited jealousy j and 
something of Prior's plan may be discovered in tb0 
performance of his rival. Of this distinguished 
epilogue the reputed author was the wretched 
Budgel, whom Addison used to denominate* ** the 
man who calls me cousin ;" and when he wai? asked 
how such a silly fellow could write so well^ replied, 
** The Epilogue was quite another thing when I 
saw it first." It was known in Tonson's family, 
and told to Garrick, that Addison was himself the 
author of it, and that, when: it had been at first 
printed with his name, he came early in the moiiin*- 
ing, before the copies were distributed, and orckred 
it to be given to Budgel, that it might add we%fat 
to the solicitation which he was then making foy a 
place. 

Philips was now high in the ranks of literature. 
His play was applauded; bis translations from 
Sappho had been published in the "Spectator;** 
he was an important and distinguished associate 
of dubs, witty and political; and nothing was 
wanting to his happiness, but that he should b*i 
sure of its continuance. * ^^ 

* Spence. 
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The work which had procured him the first no- 
tice from the publick^ was his Six Pastorals, which> 
flattering the imagination with Arcadian scenes, 
probably found many readers, and might have long 
passed as a pleasing amusement, had they not been 
unhappily too mueh eonBBfiiided. 

The rustick poems of Theocritus were so highly 
valued by tite Greeks and Romans, that they at- 
tracted the imitation of Virgil, whose Eclogues 
seem to have been considered as precluding all 
attempts of the same kind ; for no shepherds were 
taught to sing by any succeeding poet, till Ne- 
ipesian and Calfjiumius ventured their feeble ef- 
forts in tibe lower age of Latin literature. 

At the revival of learning in Italy, it was soon 
discovered that a dialogue of imaginary swains 
might be composed with little difficulty ; because 
the ccmversaticm of shepherds excludes profbcmd 
or refined sentiment y and, for images and descrip- 
tions, satyrs and fauns, and naiads and dryads, 
were always within call ; and woods and meadows, 
and hills and rivers, supplied variety of matter, 
whkh» having a natural power to soothe the mind, 
did not quickly cloy it. 

Petrarch entertained the learned men o£ his age 
with the ]»3iveity of modem pastorals in Latiiu 
Being not ignorant of Gredc^ md finding nothing 
'm the word edogm of rural meanings he supposed 
it to be ccwrrupted by the copiers, and therefore 
called his own productions JEglogues^ by which he 
meant to express the talk of goatherds, though it 
will meanonly the talk of goats. This new name 
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was 3d(^ted by subsequent writers, and amongst 
others by our Spenser, 

More than a century afterwards (1498) Mantuan 
published his Bucolicks with such success, that they 
were soon dignified by Badius with a comment) 
and, as Scaliger complained, received into schools, 
and taught as classical i his complaint was vain, 
and the practice^ however injudicious, spread far, 
and continued long. Mantuan was read» at least 
in some of the inferior schools oi this kingdom, to 
the beginning of the present century. The speakers 
of Mantuan carried their disquisitions beyond the 
country, to censure the corruptions of the church ; 
and from him Spenser l0arned to employ his swains 
on topicks of controversy. 

The Italians soon transferred pastoral poetry into 
their own language : Sannazaro wrote ** Arcadia,'* 
in prose and verses Tasso and Guarini wrote 
*^ Favole Boscharwcie,'* or Sylvan Dramas ; and 
aU nations of Europe filled volumes with Tfn/trm 
and Damm^ and ThestyUs and Phyllis. 

Philips thinks it *^ somewhat strange to conceive 
how> in an age so addicted to the Muses, pastoral 
poetry n^ver com^s to be so much as thought 
upon.** His wonder se^ms very unseasonable; 
there had nev^r, from the time of Spenser, wanted 
writers to talk occasionally of Armdia and Stf^* 
phon ; and half th^ bOQk> in which he first tried 
his powers, consists of dialogues on QuQen Mary's 
death, between Tityrm and Cortfdon% or Mopsw 
and MmakaSn A series or book of pastorals, 
however,, I know not that -any one had thea lately 
published. 
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Not long afterwards Pope made the first display 
of his powers in four pastorals, written in a very 
different form. Philips had taken Spenser, and Pope 
took Virgil for his pattern. Philips endeavoured 
to be natural, Pope laboured to be elegant. 

Philips was now favoured by Addison, and by 
Addison's companions, who were very willing to 
push him into reputation. The " Guardian'* gave 
an account of Pastoral, partly critical, and partly 
historical ; in which, when the merit of the modern 
is compared, Tasso and Guarini are censured for 
remote thoughts and unnatural refinements ; and, 
upon the whole, the Italians and French are all 
excluded from rural poetry; and the pipe of the 
pastoral muse is transmitted by lawful inheritance 
from Theocritus to Virgil, from Virgil to Spenser, 
and from Spenser to Philips. 

With this inauguration of Philips, his rival Pope 
was not much delighted ; he therefore drew a com- 
parison of Philips's performance with his own, in 
which, with an unexampled and unequalled artifice 
of irony, though he has himself always the ad- 
vantage, he gives the preference to Philips, The 
design of aggrandizing himself he disguised with 
such dexterity, that, though Addison discovered 
it, Steele was deceived, and was afraid of displeas- 
ing Pope by publishing his paper. Published how- 
ever it was (" Guard. 40.'*) : and from that time 
Pope and Philips lived in a perpetual reciprocation 
of malevolence. 

In poetical powers, of either praise or satire, 
there was no proportion between the combatants ; 
but Philips, though he could not prevail by wit. 
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hoped to hurt Pope with another weapon, and 
charged him, as Pope thought, with Addison's ap- 
probation, as disaffected to the government. 

Even with this he was not satisfied ; for, indeed, 
there is no appearance that any regard was paid to 
his clamours. He proceeded to grosser insults, 
and hung up a rod at Button's, with which he 
threatened to chastise Pope, who appears to have 
been extremely exasperated ; for, in the first edition 
of his Letters he calls Philips " rascal,** and in the 
last still charges him with detaining in his hands 
the subscriptions for Homer delivered to him by 
the Hanover Club. 

I suppose it was never suspected that he meant 
to appropriate the money ; he only delayed, and 
with sufficient meanness, the gratification of him 
by whose prosperity he was pained. 

Men sometimes suffer by injudicious kindness; 
Philips became ridiculous, without his own fault, 
by the absurd admiration of his friends, who de- 
corated him with honorary garlands, which the 
first breath of contradiction blasted. 

When upon the succession of the House of 
Hanover every Whig expected to be happy. Philips 
seems to have obtained too little notice ; he caught 
few drops of the golden shower, though he did not 
omit what flattery could perform. He was only 
made a commissioner of the lottery (1717)> and, 
ivhat did not much elevate his character, a justice 
of the peace. 

The success of his first play must naturally dis- 
pose him to turn his hopes towards the stage : he 
did not however soon commit himself to the mercy 

VOL. in. s 
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of an audience, but contented himself with the 
fame already acquired, till after nine years he pro- 
duced (1722) " The Briton/* a tragedy which, 
whatever was its reception, is now neglected; 
though one of the scenes, between Vanoc the 
British prince and Valens the Roman general, is 
confessed to be written with great dramatick skill, 
animated by spirit truly poetical. 

He had not been idle though he had been silent; 
for he exhibited another tragedy the same year, on 
the story of " Humphry Duke of Gloucester." 
This tragedy is only remembered by its title. 

His happiest undertaking was of a paper called 
** The Freethinker,'* in conjunction with associates, 
of whom one was Dr. Boulter, who, then only mi- 
nister of a parish in Southwark, was of so much 
consequence to the government, that he was made 
first Bishop of Bristol, and afterwards primate of 
Ireland, where his piety and his charity will be 
long honoured. 

It may easily be imagined that what was printed 
under the direction of Boulter would have nothing 
in it indecent or licentious ; its title is to be under- 
stood as implying only freedom from unreasonable 
prejudice. It has been reprinted in volumes, but 
is little read; nor can impartial criticism re- 
commend it as worthy of revival. 

Boulter was not well qualified to write diurnal 
essays ; but he knew how to practise the liberality 
of greatness and the fidelity of friendship. "When 
lie was advanced to the height of ecclesiastical 
dignity, he did not forget the companion of his 
labours. Knowing Philips to be slenderly sup. 
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ported, he took faim to Ireland as partaker of his 
fortune J and, making him his secretary, added 
such preferments as enabled him to represent the 
county of Armagh in the Irish Parliament. 

In December I726 he was made secretary to 
the Lord Chancellor ; and in August lySS became 
judge of the prerogative court. 

After the death of his patron he continued some 
years in Ireland ; but at last longing, as it seems, 
for his native country, he returned (1748) to 
London, having doubtl^s survived most of his 
friends and enemies, and among them his dreaded 
antagonist Pope. He found, however, the Duke 
of Newcastle still living, and to him he dedicated 
his poems collected into a volume. 

Having purchased an annuity of four hundred 
pounds, he now certainly hoped to pass some years 
of life in plenty and tranquiUity ; but his hope de- 
ceived him : he was struck with a palsy, and died 
June 18, 1749, in his seventy-eighth year. 

Of his personal character all that I have heard 
is, that he was eminent for bravery and skill in the 
sword, and that in conversation he was solemn and 
pompous. He had great sensibility of censure, if 
judgement may be made by a single story which I 
heard long ago from Mr. Ing, a gentleman of great 
eminence in Staffordshire. *• Philips,'* said he, 
" was once at table, when I asked him. How came 
thy king of Epirus to drive oxen, and to say, * I*m 
goaded on by love ?* After which question he never 
spoke again.'* 

Of the " Distrest Mother" not much is pre- 
tended to be his own, and therefore it is no subject 
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of criticism : his other two tragedies, I believe, are 
not below mediocrity, nor above it. Among the 
poems comprised in the late collection, the " Let- 
ter from Denmark*' may be justly praised j the 
pastorals, which by the writer of the " Guardian'* 
were ranked as one of the four genuine productions 
of the rustick Muse, cannot surely be despicable. 
That they exhibit a mode of life which did not 
exist, nor ever existed, is not to be objected : the 
supposition of such a state is allowed to pastoral. 
In his other poems he cannot be denied the praise 
of lines sometimes elegant; but he has seldom 
much force or much comprehension. The pieces 
that please best are those which, from Pope and 
Pope's adherents, procured him the name oiNamhy 
Pambi/y the poems of short lines, by which he paid 
bis court to all ages and characters, from Walpole 
the " steerer of the realm," to Miss Pulteney in the 
nursery. The numbers are smooth and sprightly, 
and the diction is seldom faulty. They are not 
loaded with much thought, yet, if they had been 
written by Addison, they would have had ad- 
mirers : little things are not valued but when they 
are done by those who can do greater. 

In bis translations from Pindar he found tlie art 
of reaching all the obscurity of the Theban bard, 
however he may fall below his sublimity; he will 
be allowed, if he has less fire, to have more smoke. 

He has added nothing to English poetry, yet at 
least half his book deserves to be read : perhaps 
he valued most himself that part which the critick 
would reject. 
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Gilbert WEST is one of the writers of whom 
I regret my inability to give a sufficient account j 
the intelligence which my inquiries have obtained 
is general and scanty. 

He was the son of the Reverend Dr. West ; 
perhaps him who published ** Pindar** at Oxford 
.about the beginning of this century. His mother 
was sister to Sir Richard Temple, afterwards Lord 
Cobham. His father, purposing to educate him 
for the church, sent him first to Eton, and after- 
wards to Oxford ; but he was seduced to a more 
airy mode of life, by a commission in a troop of 
horse, procured him by his uncle. 

He continued some time in the army, though it 
is reasonable to suppose that he never sunk into a 
mere soldier, nor ever lost the love, or much neg- 
lected the pursuit, of learning; and afterwards, 
finding himself more inclined to civil eniployment, 
he laid down his, commission, and engaged in 
business under the Lord Townshend, then se- 
cretary of state, with whom he attended the king 
to Hanover. 

His adherence to Lord Townshend ended in 
nothing but a nomination (May, 1729) to.be clerk- 
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extraordinary of the privy council, which produced 
no immediate profit ; for it only placed him in a 
state of expectation and right of succession, audit 
was very long before a vacancy admitted him to 
profit. 

Soon afterwards he married, and settled himself 
in a very pleasant house at Wickham in Kent, 
where he devoted himself to learning and to piety. 
Of his learning the late Collection exhibits evi- 
dence, which would have been yet fuller, if the 
dissertations which accompany his version of Pin- 
dar had not been improperly omitted. Of his piety 
the influence has, I hope, been extended far by his 
** Observations on the Resurrection,** published in 
1747t for which the University of Oxford created 
him a Doctor of Laws, by diploma, (March 30, 
1748), and would doubtless h&ve reached yet 
further had he lived to complete what he had for 
some time meditated, the Evidences of the Truth 
of the New Testament. Perhaps it may not be 
without effect to tell, that he read the prayers of 
the publick liturgy every tnoming to his family, 
and tibat on Sunday evening he called his servants 
into the parlour, and read to them first a jormon 
and then prayers. Crashaw is now not the only 
maker of verses to whom may be given the two 
venerable names of Poet and Saint 

He was very often visited by Lyttelfcon and Pitt, 
who, when they were weary of faction and debates, 
used at Wickham to find books and quiet, a decent 
table, and literary conversation. There is at Wick- 
ham a walk made by Pitt ; and, what is <^ far 
more importance, at Wyckhiun Lyttelton recdved 
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that conviction which produced his ^^ Dissertation 
on St. Paul/' 

These two illustrious friends had for a while 
listened to the blandishments of infidelity ; suid 
when West's book was published^ it was bought 
by some who did not know his change of opinion, 
in expectation of new dbjections against Chris* 
tianity ; and as infidels do not want malignity, they 
revenged the disappointment by calling him a 
Methodist. 

Mr. West's income was not large ; and his friends 
endeavoured, but without success, to obtain an 
augmentation. It is reported, that the education 
of the young prince was ofiered to him, but that 
he required a more extensive power of superin- 
tendence than it was thought proper to allow him. 

In time, however^ his revenue was improved ; he 
lived to have one of the lucrative clerkships of the 
privy council (1752); and Mr. Pitt at last had 
it in his power to make him treasurer of Chelsea 
Hospital. 

He was now suflSciently rich ; but wealth came 
too late to be long enjoyed ; nor could it secure 
him from the calamities of life ; he lost (1755) his 
only son ; and the year after (March 36) a stroke 
of the palsy brought to the grave one of the few 
poets to whom the grave might be witllout its 
terrors. 

Of his translations I have only compared the first 
CHympick Ode with the original, atid found my 
expectation surpassed, both by its elegance and its 
exactness. He does not confine himself to bis 
author's train of stanzas j for he saw that the dif- 
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ference of latiguages required a different mode of 
versification. The first strophe is eminently happy ; 
in the second he has a little strayed from Pindar's 
meaning, who says, " If thou, my soul, wishest to 
B^BBk of games, look not in the desert sky for a 
planet hotter than the sun ; nor shall we tell of 
nobler games than those of Olympiad* He is 
sometimes too paraphrastical. Pindar bestows upon 
fiiero an epithet, which, in one word, signifies 
delighting in horses; a word which, in the trans- 
lation, generates these lines : — 

Hiero's royal brows, whose care 

Tends the courser s noble breed, 
Pleas'd to nurse the pregnant mare, 

Pleas'd to train the youthful steed. 

Pindar says of Pelops, that " he came alone in the 
dark to the Wliite Sea ;** and West, 

/ Near the biUow-beaten side 

Of the foam-besilver'd main. 
Darkling, and alone, he stood : 

which however is less exuberant than the former 
passage. 

A work of this kind must, in a minute exami- 
nation, discover many imperfections ; but West's 
version, so far as I have considered it, appears to 
be the product of great labour* and great abilities. 

His "Institution of the Garter'* (1742) is written 
with sufficient knowledge of the mourners that pre- 
vailed in the age to which it is referred, and with 
great elegance of diction ; but, for want of a pro- 
cess of events, neither knowledge nor elegance 
preserve the reader from weariness. 
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His " Imitations of Spenser** are very success- 
fully performed, both with respect to the metre, 
the language, and the fiction ; and being engaged 
at once by the excellence of the sentiments, and 
the artifice of the copy, the mind has two amuse- 
ments together. But such compositions are not 
to be reckoned among the great achievements of 
intellect, because their effect is local and tem- 
porary ; they appeal not to reason or passion, but 
to memory, and presuppose an accidental or arti- 
ficial state of mind. An imitation of Spenser is 
nothing to a reader, however acute, by whom 
Spenser has never been perused. Works of this 
kind may deserve praise, as proofs of great in- 
dustry, and great nicety of observation ; but the 
highest praise, the praise of genius, they cannot 
claim* The noblest beauties of art are those of 
which the effect is co-extended with rational; na- 
ture, or at least with the whole circle of polished 
life ; what is less than this can be only pretty, the 
plaything of fashion, and the amusement of a day. 

There is in the " Adventurer'* a paper of verses 
given to one of the authors as Mr. West's, and 
supposed to have been written by him. It should 
not be concealed, however, that it is printed with 
Mr. Jago's name in Dodsley's Collection, and is 
mentioned as his in a letter of Shenstone's. Per- 
haps West gave it without naming the author, and 
Hawkesworth, receiving it from him, thought it 
his ; for his he thought it, as he told me, and as 
he tells the publick. 
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William COLLINS was bom at Chiehester, 
on the twenty-fifth day of DecembCT, about 1^20. 
His father was a hatter of good reputation. He 
was in 1733, as Dr. Warton has kindly informed 
me, admitted scholar of Winchester College, where 
he was educated by Dr. Burton. His English ex* 
ercises were better than his Latin. 

He first courted the notice of the publick by 
some verses to a " Lady weeping/* published in 
" The Gentleman^s Magazine.'* 

In 1740; he stood first in the list of the scholars 
to be received in succession at New College, but 
unhappily there was no vacancy. He became a 
Commoner of Queen's College, probably with a 
scanty maintenance ; but was, in about half a year, 
elected aDemy of Magdalen College, where he con- 
tinued till he had taken a Bachelor's degree, and 
then suddenly left the University; for what reason 
I know not that he told. 

He now (about 1744) came to London a literary 
adventurer, with many projects in his head, and 
very little money in his pocket. He designed 
many wotks; but his great fault was irresolution; 
or the frequent calls of immediate necessity broke 
his scheme, and suffered him to pursue no settled 
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purpose. A man doubtful of his dinner^ or trem- 
bling at a creditor, is not much disposed to abs- 
tracted meditation, or remote inquiries. He 
published proposals for a History of the Revival 
of Learning; and I have heard him speak with 
great kindness of Leo the Tenth, and with keen 
resentment of his tasteless successor. But pro- 
bably not a page of his history was ever written. 
He planned several tragedies, but he oiily planned 
them.' He wrote now-and-then odes and other 
poems, and did something, however little. 

About this time I fell into his company. His 
appearance was decent and manly; his knowledge 
considerable, his views extensive, his conversation 
elegant, and his disposition cheerful. By degrees 
I gained his confidence; and one day was admitted 
to him when he was immured by a bailiff, that was 
prowling in the street. On this occasion recourse 
was had to the booksellers, who, on the credit of 
a translation of Aristotle's Poeticks, which he en- 
gaged to write with a large commentary, advanced 
as much money as enabled him to escape into the 
country. He showed me the guineas safe in his 
hand. Soon afterwards his uncle, Mr. Martin, a 
lieutenant-colonel, left him about two thousand 
pounds; a sum which Collins could scarcely tliink 
exhaustible, and which he did not live to exhaust. 
The guineas Were then repaid, and the translation 
neglected. 

But man is not bom for h^piness. Collins, wfao^ 

while he i^died to live, felt no evil but poverty, 

. no sooner lived to study, than his life was assailed 

by moie dreadful comities, disease, and insanity. 
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Having formerly written his character, wHile 
perhaps it was yet more distinctly impressed upon 
my memory, I shall insert it here. 

*^ Mr. Collins >Vas a man of extensive literature, 
and of vigorous faculties. He was acquainted not 
only with the learned tongues, biit with the Italian, 
French, and Spanish languages. He had employed 
his mind chiefly on the works of fiction, and sub- 
jects of fancy; and, by* indulging some peculiar 
habits of thought, was eminently delighted with 
those flights of imagination which pass the bounds 
of nature, and to which the mind is reconciled only 
by a passive acquiescence in popular traditions. 
He loved fairies, genii, giants, and monsters; he 
delighted to rove through the meanders of en- 
chantment, to gaze on the magnificence of golden 
palaces, to repose by the water-falls of Elysian 
gardens. 

" This was however the character rather of his 
inclination than his genius ;^ the grandeur of wild- 
ness, arid the novelty of extravagance, were always 
desired by him, but not always attained. Yet, as 
diligence is never wJioUy lost, if his efforts some^ 
times caused harshness and obscurity, they like- 
wise produced in happier moments sublimity and 
splendour. This idea which he had formed of ex- 
cellence led him to oriental fictions and allegorical 
imagery, and perhaps, while he was intent upon 
description, he did not sufficiently cultivate senti- 
ment. His poems are the productions of a mind 
not deficient in fire, nor unfurnished with know-, 
ledge either of books or life, but somewhat ob- 
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structed in its progress by deviation in quest of 
mistaken beauties. 

" His morals were pure, and his opinions pious; 
in a long continuance of poverty, and long habits 
of dissipation, it cannot be expected that any cha- 
racter should be exactly uniform. There is a degree 
of want by which the freedom of agency is almost 
destroyed; and long association with fortuitous 
'Companions will at last relax the strictness of truth, 
and abate the fervour of sincerity. That this man, 
wise and virtuous as he was, passed always unen- 
tangled through the snares of life, it would be pre- 
judice and temerity to affirm; but it may be said 
that at least he preserved the source of action un- 
polluted, that his principles were never shaken, that 
his distinctions of right and wrong were never 
confounded, and that his faults had nothing of 
malignity or design, but proceeded from some un- 
expected pressure, or casual temptation. 

" The latter part of his life cannot be remem- 
bered but with pity and sadness. He languished 
some years under that depression of mind which 
enchains the faculties without destroying them, 
and leaves reason the knowledge of right without 
the power of pursuing it. These clouds which he 
perceived gathering on his intellects, he fendea- 
voured to disperse by travel, and passed into 
France ; but found himself constrained to yield 
to his malady, and returned. He was for some 
time confined in a house of lunaticks, and after- 
wards retired to the care of his sister in Chichester, 
where death in 1756 came to his relief. 

" After his return from France, the writer of this 
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cltaracter paid him a visit at Islington^ where he 
was waiting for his sister, whom he had directed 
to meet him : there was then nothing of disorder 
discernible in his mind by any but himself; but 
he had withdrawn from study, and travelled with 
no other book than an English Testament, such as 
children carry to the school: when his friend took 
it into his hand, out of curiosity to see what com^ 
Tpamon a Man of Letta^ had chosen, < I have but 
one book,* said Collins, • but that is the best/ ** 

Such was the fate of Collins, with whom I once 
delighted to converse, and whom I yet remember 
with tenderness. 

He was visited at Chichester, in his last illness, by 
his learned friends Dr. Warton and his brother; to 
whom be spoke with disapprobation of his Oriental 
Eclogues, as not sufficiently expressive of Asiatick 
manners, and called them hia Irish Eclogues. He 
showed them, at the same time, an ode inscribed to 
Mr. John Hume, on the superstitions of the High- 
lands; which they thought superior to his other 
works, but which no search has yet found*. 

His disorder was no alienation of mind, but ge- 
neral laxity and feebleness, a deficiency rather of 
his vital than his intellectual powers. What he 
spoke wanted neither judgement nor Spirit; but a 
few minutes exhausted him, so that he was forced 
to rest upon the couch, till a short cessation re- 
stored his powers, and he was again able to talk 
with his former vigour. 

* It is printed in the late Collection. 
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The approaches of this dreadful malady he began 
to feel soon after his uncle's death ; and, with the 
usual weakness of men so diseased, eagerly snatched 
that temporary relief with which the table and the 
bottle flatter and seduce. But his health continu- 
ally declined, and he grew more and more bur- 
thensome to himself. 

To what I have formerly said of his writings may 
be added, that his diction was often harsh, unskil- 
fully laboured, and injudiciously selected* He 
affected the obsolete when it was not worthy of 
revival; and he puts his words out of the commcxa 
order, seeming to think, with some later candidates 
for fame, ithat not to write prose is certainly to write 
poetry. His lines commonly are of slow motion, 
clogged and impeded with clusters of consonants. 
As men are often esteemed who cannot be loved, 
so the poetry of Collins may sometimes extort 
pnkise when it gives little pleasure* 

Mr. CoUins's first production is added here from 
the " Poetical Calendar.'* 

TO MISS AURELIA C— R, 

ON HER WEEPING AT HER STSTER*S WEDDING. 

Cease, fair Aurelia, cease to mourn ; 

Lament not Hannah's lu^py state ; 
You may be happy in your turn. 

And seize the treasure you regret. 
With Love united Hymen stands. 

Arid softly whispers to your charms, 
" Meet but your lover in my bands. 

You U find your sister in his arms." 
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JOJHN DYER, of whom I have no other account 
to give than his own Letters, published with 
Hughes's correspondence, and the notes added by 
the editor, have afforded me, was born in 17OO, 
the second son of Robert Dyer of Aberglasney, 
in Caermarthenshire, a solicitor of great capacity 
and note. 

He passed through Westminster school under 
the care of Dn Freind, and was then called hoane 
to be instructed in his father's profession. But his 
father died soon, and he took no dehght in the 
study of the law j but, having always amused him- 
self with drawing, resolved to turn painter, and 
became pupil to Mr. Richardson, an artist theo^ of 
high reputation, but now better known by his 
books than by his pictures, 

Having studied awhile under his master, he be* 
came, as he tells his friend, an itiner^it painter, 
and wandered about. South Wales and the parts 
adjacent ; but he mii^led poetry with painting, 
and about 1727 printed "Grongar Hill** in Lewis's 
Miscellany. 

Being, probably, unsatisfied with his own profi- 
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ciency, he, like other painters, travelled to Italy j 
and comipg back in 1740, published the " Ruins 
of Rome/' 

If his poem was written soon after his return, he 
did not make use of his acquisitions in painting, 
whatever they might be; for decline of health and 
love of study determined him to the Church. He 
therefore entered into Orders j and, it seems, mar- 
ried about the same time a lady of the name of 
Ensorj ^* whose grand-mother,** says he, "was a 
Shakspeare, descended from a brother of every 
body's Shakspeare;** by her, in 1756, he had a 
son and three daughters living* 

His ecclesiastical provision was for a long time 

but slender. His first patron, Mr. Harper, gave 

him, in 17*1, Calthorp in Leicestershire, of eighty 

pounds a year, on which he lived ten years, and 

then exchanged it ibr Belchford in Lincolnshire, 

of seventy-five. His condition now began to mend. 

In 1751, Sir John Heathcote gave him Coningsby, 

of one hundred and forty pounds a year; and in 

1755 the Chancellor added Kirkby, of one hundred 

and ten. He complains that the repair of the 

house at Coningsby, and other expenses, took 

away the profit. In 1757 he published " The 

Fleece,** his greatest poetical work; of which I 

will not suppress a ludicrous story. Dodsley the 

bookseller was one day mentioning it to a critical 

visiter, with more expectation of success than the 

other could easily admit. In the conversation the 

author*s age was asked; and being represented as 

advanced in life, " He will,** said the critick, 

**be buried in wooUen.** 
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He did not indeed Jong survive Uiat publicatioii^ 
nor long enjoy the increase of his preferments; for 
in 1758 he died. 

, Dyer is not a poet of bulk or dignity suflSdent 
to require an elaborate criticism* ^^ Grongsur HilP- 
is the happiest of his productions: it is not indeed 
very accurately written; but the scenes which it 
displays are bo pleasing, the images which they 
raise are so welcome to the mind, and the reflec- 
tions of the writer so consonant to the general 
sen^ or experience of mankind, that when it is 
once read, it will be read again. 

The idea of the " Ruins of Rome" striken more, 
but pleases less, and the title raises greater ex- 
pectation than the performance gratifies. So^me 
passages, however, are conceived with the mind 
of a poet ; as when, in the neighbourhood of dila- 
pidating edifices, he says, 

— ThePagrimoft 
At dead of iii^t^ 'mid his mack hears 
. Aghast the voke of Time^ disparting toVrs 
TumbliDg all precipitate down dash'd^ 
Rattling around^ loud thund'ring to the Moon. 

Of " The Fleece/' which never became popular, 
and is now universally neglected, I can say little 
that is likely to recall it to attention. The wool- 
comber and the poet appear to me such discordant 
natures, that an attempt to bring them together is 
to couple the serpent with the Jowl. When Dyer, 
whose mind was not unpoetical, has done his utp 
most, by interesting his reader in our native com* 
modity, by intersperring rural imagery, and inci-l 
dental digressions, .by clothing small images in^ 



great words, and by all the writer's arts of delusion,! 
the meanness naturally adhering, and the irreve-i 
rence habitually annexed to trade and manufacture, 1 
sink him under insuperable oppression; and the/ 
disgust which blank verse, encumbering and en-| 
cumbered, superadds to an unpleasing subject, soon 
repels the reader, however willing to be pleased. 

Let me however honestly report whatever may 
counterbalance this weight of censure. I have 
been told, that Akenside, who, upon a poetical 
question, has a right to be heard, said, " That he 
would regulate his opinion of the reigning taste 
by the fate of Dyer's 'Meecej' for, if that were 
ill-received, he should not think it any longer rea- 
sonable to expect fame from excellence.'* 
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William SHENSTONE, the son of Thomas 
Shenstone and Anne Pen, was bom in November 
1714, at the Leasowes in Hales-Owen, one of those 
insulated districts which, in the division of the 
kingdom, was appended, for some reason not now 
discoverable, to a distant county; and which j 
though surrounded by Warwickshire and Worces- 
tershire, belongs to Shropshire, though perhaps 
thirty miles distant from any other part of it. 

He learned to read of an old dame, whom his 
poem of the "School-mistress** has delivered to 
posterity; and soon received such delight from 
books, that he was always calling for fresh enter- 
tainment, and expected that, when any of the 
family went to market, a new book should be 
brought him, which, when it came, was in fondness 
.carried to bed and laid by him. It is said, that, 
when his request had been neglected, his mother 
wrapped up a piece of wood of the same form, and 
pacified him for the night. 

As he grew older, he went for^ while to the 
Grammar-school in Hales-Owen, and was placed 
afterwards with Mr. Crumpton, an eminent school- 
master at Solihul, where he distinguished himself 
by the quickness of his progress. 
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When he was young (June 1734) he was deprived 
of his father, and soon after (August I726) erf his 
grandfather j and was, with his brother, who died 
afterwards unmarried, left to the care of his grand- 
mother, who managed the estate. 

From school he was sent in 1732 to Pembroke 
College in Oxford, a society which for half a cen- 
tury has been eminent for English poetry and 
elegant literature. Here it appears that he found 
delight and advantage ; for he continued his name 
in the book ten years, though he took no degree. 
After the. first four years he put on the civilian's 
gown, but without showing any intention to en- 
gage in the profession. 

About the time when he went to Oxford, the 
death of his grandmother devolved his affairs to 
the care of the Reverend Mr. Dolman, of Brome 
in Staffordshire, whose attention he always men- 
tioned with gratitude. 

At Oxford he employed himself upon English 
j)oetry j and in 1737 published a small Miscellany, 
without his name. 

He then for a time wandered about, to acquaint 
himself with life, and was sometimes at London, 
sometimes at Bath, or any other place of publick 
resort; but he did not forget his poetry. He 
published in 1741 his " Judgement of Hercules,** 
addressed to Mr. Lyttelton, whose interest he sup- 
ported with great warmth at an election : this was 
next year followed by the " School-mistress.** 

Mr. Dolman, to whose care he was indebted for 
his ease and leisure, died in 1745, and the care of 
his own fortune now fell upon him. He tried to 
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escape it a while, and lived at his house vnih his 
tenants, who were distantly related ; but> finding 
that imperfect possession inconvenient, he took the 
whole estate into his own hands, more to the im<' 
provement of its beauty, than the increase of itft 
produce. 

Now was excited his delight in rural pleasures, 
and his ambition of rural elegance : he began from 
this time to point his prospects, to diversify his 
surface, to entangle his walks, and to wind his 
waters j which he did with such judgement and 
such fancy, as made his little domain the envy of 
the great, and the admiration of the skilful ; a ]^ce 
to be visited by travellers, and copied by designers. 
Whether to plant a walk in undulating curves, and 
to place a bench at every turn wh^e there is an 
object to catch the view j to make the water run 
where it will be heard, and to stagnate where it 
will be seen ; to leave intervals where the eye will 
be pleased, and to thicken the plantation where 
there is something to be hidden ; demands any 
great powers of mind, I will not inquire ; perhaps 
a sullen and surly speculator may think such per- 
formances rather the sport than the business of 
human reason. But it must be at least confessed^ 
that to embellish the form of nature is an innocent 
amusement j and some praise must be allowed, by 
the most supercilious observer, to him who does 
best what such multitudes are contending to do 
well. 

This praise was the praise of Shenstone ; but, 
like all other modes of felicity, it was not en* 
joyed without its abatements. Lyttelton was his 



SWl£NSTON£. 279 

ndghbour and his rival, whose empire, spacious 
and opulent, looked with disdain on the petty state 
that appeared behind it. For a while the inhabitants 
of Hagley affected to tell their acquaintance of the 
little fellow that was trying to make himself ad- 
mired ; but when by degrees the Leasowes forced 
themselves into notice, they took care to defeat the 
curiosity which they could not suppress, by con- 
ducting their visitants perversely to inconvenient 
points of view, and introducing them at the wrong 
end of a walk to detect a deception j injuries of 
which Shenstone would heavily complain. Where 
there is emulation there will be vanity ; knd where 
there is vanity there will be folly *. 

The pleasure of Shenstone was all in his eye : he 
valued what he valued merely for its looks ; no- 
thing raised his indignation mof e than to ask if 
there were any fishes in his water. 

His house was mean, and he did not improve it ; 
his care was of his grounds. When he came home 
from his walks, he might find his floors flooded by 
a shower through the broken roof; but could spare 
no money for its reparation. 

* This charge against the Lyttelton family has been denied 
with some degree of warmth by Mr. Potter, and since by Mr. 
Graves. The latter says, " The truth of the case, I beMeve, was, 
that the LyttekoQ family went ao fi:«quently with their ^unily to 
the Leasowes, that they were unwilliDg to break in upon Mr. 
Shenstone's retirement on every occasion, and theref(»*e often 
went to the priiicipal points of view without waiting for any one 
to conduct thmn r^ulariy through the whole walks. Of this 
Mr. Shenstone would sometimes peerishly complain ; though, I 
am persuaded, he never really suspected any ili-natured intention 
in his worthy and much-valued neighbours." 
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In time his expenses bixmght clamouri^ abotit 
him, that overpowered the lanab's bleat and the 
Unnet^s soi^; and his groves were haunted by 
beings very different £rom fauns and fairies^. He 
spent his estate in adorning it, and hisdeaUi was 
probably hastened by his anxieties. He was a 
lamp that c^nt its oil in blazing. It issakl, that^ 
if he had lived a little longer, he would have been 
assisted by a pension : such bounty could not have 
been ever more properly bestowed; but that it 
was not asked is not certain ; it is too certain that 
it never was enjoyed. 

He died at Leasowes, of a putrid fever, about 
five on Friday morning, February 11, I76S ; and 
was buried by the side of his brother in the church- 
yard of HalesrOwen. 

He was never married, though he might have 
obtained the lady, whoever she was, to whom his 
** Pastoral Ballad'* was addressed. He is repre- 
sented by his friend Dodsley as a man of great 
tendemes;^ and generosity, kind to all that were 

* Mr. Graves, however, expresses his belief that this is a 
groundless surmise. ^^ Mr. Shenstone," he adds, ^^ was too much 
respected in the neighbourhood to be treated with rudeness ; and 
though his works (frugally as they were managed), added to his 
manner i)f living, must necessarily have made him exceed his in- 
come, and, of course, he might sometimes be distressed for money, 
yet he had too much qnrit to expose himself to insults frdm 
trifling sums, and guarded against any great distress, by antici- 
paling a few hundreds ; which his estate could very well bear, as 
s^peared by what remained to his executors after the payment of 
his debts, and his legacies to his friends, and annuities of thirty 
pounds a year to one servant, and six pounds to another ; for his 
will was dictated with equal justice and generosity." 
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y/n^bki hi» influenoe? but, if mice offended, not 
easily apposed : inattentive to eecfnomy, and care- 
less of his expenses j in his person he was larger 
than the middle siz^ with ^oinfetfaing clumsy in his 
form f very negligeat of his clothes, and remarkable 
for wearing his gray hair in a particular manner ; 
for he held that the fasMon was no role of dress, 
and that evei^ man was i to suit his appe^»*ance to 
his natural form^. 

His mind was not very comprehensive, nor his 
euriosity active ; he had no Value for those parts 
of knowledge which he had not himself culti- 
vated. 

His> life was unstained by any crime ; the Elegy 
on Jesse, which has been supposed to relate an 
unfortunate and criminal amonr of his ov^oi, was 
known by his friends to have been suggested by the 
story of Miss Godfrey in Richardson's '* Pamela/* 

•What Gray thought of his character, from the 
perusal of his Letters, was this : 

*f I have read, too, an octavo volume of Shen- 
stone's Letters, Poor man ! he was always wishing 
for mjMiey, for fame, and other distinctions ; and 
his whole philosophy consisted in living against his 
will in retirement, and in a place which his taste 
had adorned, but which he only enjoyed when 
people of note came to see and commend it ; kis 
correspondence is about nothing else but this place 

^ " These," says Mr. Graves, " were not precisely his senti-. 
ments, though he thought right enough, that every one should, in 
some degree, consult his particular shape and complexion in ad- 
justing his dress ; and that no fashion ought to sanctify what was 
ungraceful, absurd, w really deformed." 
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and his own writings, with two or three neighbrnir'- 
ing clergymen, who wrote verses too/' 

His" poems consist of elegies, odes, and ballads^ 
humorous sallies, and moral pieces. 

His conception of an Elegy he has in his Prei^u^ 
very judiciously and discrimim^tely explained. It 
is, according to his account, the effiision of a con- 
templative mind, sometimes plaintive, and alwap 
serious, and therefore superior to the gHtter of 
slight ornaments. His compositicms suit not ill to 
this description. His topicks of praise are the 
domestick virtues, and his thoughts are pure and 
simple J but wanting combination, they want va- 
riety. The peace of solitude, the innocence of 
inactivity, and the unenvied security of an ImmUe 
station, can fill but a few pages. That of which 
the essence is uniformity will be soon described^ 
His Elegies have therefore too much resemUance 
of each other. 

The lines are sometimes, such as Elegy requires, 
smooth and easy f but to this praise his claim is 
not constant; his diction is often harsh, improper, 
and affected ; his words ill^oined, or ill-chosen ; 
and his phrase unskilfully inverted. 

The Lyrick Poems are almost all of the light and 
airy kind, such as trip lightly and nimbly along, 
without the load of any weighty meaning. From 
these, however, ^* Rural Elegance '' has some right 
to be excepted. I once heard it praised by a very 
learned lady ; and though the lines are irregular, 
and the thoughts diffused with too much verbosity, 
yfet it cannot be denied to contain both philoso- 
phical argument and poetical spirit. 



Of the rest I cannot think any excellent ; the 
" Skylark" pleases me best, which has, however, 
more of the epigram than of the ode. 

But the four parts of his ** Pastoral Ballad" de- 
mand particular notice. I cannot but regret that 
it is pastoral; an intelligent reader, acquainted 
with the scenes of real life, sickens at the mention 
of the crook J the pipe, the sheep, and the kids, which 
it is not necessary to bring forward to notice; for 
the poet's art is selection, and he ought to show the 
beauties without the grossness of the country life. 
His stanza seems to have been chosen in imitation 
of Rowe's " Despairing Shepherd." 

In the first are two passages, to which if any mind 
denies its sympathy, it has no acquaintance with 
love or nature : 

I prized every hour that went by. 
Beyond all that had {Jeased me before; 

But now they are past, and I 8igh> 
And I grieve that I priaed tliem no naore. 

When forced the fair n3^ph to forego. 

What anguish I felt in my heart ! 
Yet I thought (but it might not be so) 

'Twas with pain that slie saw me depart. 

She gazed, as I riowly withdrew. 

My path I could hardly discern ; 
So sweetly she bade me adfen, 

I thought that she bade me return. 

In the second this passage has its prettiness, 
though it be not equal to the former : 

I have found out a gift for my fair; 

I have found where the wood-pigeons breed : 
But let me that plunder forbear. 

She will say 'twas a barbarous deed : 
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For he ne'ei* could be true, die arerr'd. 
Who could rob a poor bird of its young.; 

And I loved her the more when I heard 
Such tenderness fall from her Umgae. 

In the third he mentions the common -places of 
amorous poetry with some address : 

'Tis his with mock passion to glow ! 

*Tis his in smooth tales to unfold. 
How her face is as bright as the snow. 

And her bosom, be sure, is as cold : 

How the nightingales labour the strain. 
With the notes of this charmer to vie : 
How they vary their accents in vain, 
* Repine at her triumphs, and die. 

In the fourth I find nothing better than this 
natural strain of Hope : 

Alas ! from the day that we met. 

What hope of an end to my woes. 
When I cannot endure to forget 

The glance that undid my repose ? 

Yet Time may diminish the pain : 
The flower, and the shrub, and the tree. 

Which X Tear*d for her pleasure in vain. 
In time may have comfort for me. 

His " Levities" are by their title exempted from 
the severities of criticism ^ yet it may be remarked 
in a few words, that his humour is sometimes gross, 
and seldom sprightly. 

Of the Moral Poems the first is the " Choice of 
Hercules," from Xenophon, The numbers are 
smooth, the diction elegant, and the thoughts just ; 
but something of vigour is still to be wished, which 
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it might have had by brevity and compression. 
His " Fate of Delicacy" has an air of gaiety, but 
not a very pointed and general moral. His blank 
verses, those that can read them may probably 
find to be like the blank verses of his neighbours. 
" Love and Honour" is derived from the old 
ballad, " Did you not hear of a Spanish Lady ?"^ — 
I wish it well enough to wish it were in rhyme. 

The " School-mistress," of which I know not 
what claim it has to stand among the Moral Works, 
is surely the most pleasing" of Shenstone's per- 
formances. The adoption of a particular style, in 
light and short compositions, contributes much to 
the increase of pleasure : we are entertained at 
once with two imitations, of nature in the senti- 
ments, of the original author in the style, and 
between them the mind is kept in perpetual em- 
ployment. 

The general recommendation of Shenstone is 
easiness and simplicity ; his general defect is want 
of comprehension and variety. Had his mind been 
better stored with knowledge, whether he could 
have been great, I know pot ; he could certainly 
have been agreeable. 
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The following life was written, at my request, 
by a gentleman who had better information than 
I could easily have obtained ; and the publick will 
perhaps wish that I had solicited and obtained more 
such fovours from him. 

** DEAR SIR, 

** In consequence of our different conversations 
about authentick materials for the Life of Young, I 
send you the following detaih 

** Of great men, something must always be said 
to gratify curiosity. Of the illustrious author of 
the ** Night Thoughts" much has been told of 
which there never could have been proofs ; and 
little care appears to have been taken to tell that, 
of which proofs, with little trouble, might have 
been procured.'* 

Edward Young was bom at Upham, near Win- 
chester, in June, 1681. He was the son of Edward 
Young, at that time fellow of Winchester College, 
and rector of Upham ; who was the son of Jo. 
Young of Woodhay in Berkshire, styled by Wood, 
gentleman. In September, 1682, the poet's father 
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was coUated to the prebend of Gilliogham Minor, 
in the church of Sarum, by Bishop Ward. When 
Ward's faculties were impaired through age, his 
duties were necessarily performed by others. We 
learn from Wood, that, at a visitation of Sprat's, 
July the 12th, 1686, the prebendary preached a 
Latin sermon, afterwards published, with which 
the bishop was so pleased, that he told the chapter 
he was concerned to find the preacher had one of 
tiie worst prebends in their church. Some time 
after this, in consequence of his merit and re- 
putation, or of the interest of Lord Bradford, to 
whom, in 1702; he dedicated two volumes of ser- 
mons, he was appointed chaplain to King William 
and Queen Mary, and preferred to the deanery of 
Sarum. Jacob, who wrote in 1720, says, " he was 
chaplain and clerk of the closet to the late queen, 
who honoured him by standing godmother to the 
poet.*' His fellowship of Winchester he resigned 
in favour of a g^dtleman <rf the name of Harris, 
who married his only daughter. The dean died 
at Sarum, after a short illness, in 1705, in the 
sixty-third year of his age. On the Sunday afl:er 
his decease Bish<^ Burnet preached at liie ca- 
thedral, and began his sermon with saying, ^* Death 
has been of late walking round us, and making 
breach upon breach upon us, and has now carried 
away the head of this body with a stroke ; so that 
he, whom you saw a week ago distributing, the holy 
mysteries, is now laid in the duQt. But he still 
lives in the many excellent directions he has left 
us both how to live and how to die." 
< The dean placed his son upon the foundation at 
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Winchester Qdlege^ where he had. fakmelf foeett 
educated. At this scho^ Edward YottiigTOiiin»d 
till the election after his eighteenth birtb^dirf ^ ihe 
period at which those <y pen the. foundation are 
superannuated. Whether he did net hetrxy hk 
abilities early in lifet or his masters had not dciH 
enough to discover in their pupil .any mMka ^ 
genius for which be sorted rewaid, or ne^vaoaijcy 
at Oxford c^ered them anopportutatty tot hestovr 
upon him the reward tpro^vided fw m^rifcby Wiliism 
of Wykehan^ ; certain it i8» that te* an .Oxford 
fellowship our poet did not succeed. By chance^ 
or by choice, New CoU^e cmno^ claim the honow 
of nui^bering among Uis &llows him who wrdte;tfae 
« Night Thoughts/V 

On the 13th of Octob^r» 170S, he was entered 
an independent member of New College^ ithat 
he might live at little exp^ose in the Waidtt's 
lodgings, who was a particular fiiend<of his father's, 
tiD he should be qiiaJified to atand for 'afeilowiMp 
at All Souls. In a few mcmths the ward^i of N^ew 
College died. He then reiftDved to Corpus Cet-' 
lege. The president of ^ this society, fk>m mgmA 
alsoforhis i^heTf invited him thither^ in arSel^ to 
lessen hi^acaden^cal ei^p^nses. JalfSSi^'bit was ' 
nominate to 9* law-£ellow9h]f» at ^Mb Smid^hy^ 
Ardibis^p Ten}son,jinto whose/ haiid9at*cafaie by 
devoluj^ion, . Skic^ ^ repep^d patronage, 'vMk it 
justi^s Burnetts pmisei^ the fiM^^oeAecttfcradit ^ 
on thfi, ocm^ucfe of. ^e son. The mBtiA&a in whidi 
it w^B exerted se^ms. to piy^ve^. that .the i^tthec did ' 
not leave behinii him much weaUh. ; r*^ ^ . 

On the 23d of April, 1714, Young- todf his 
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degree of bacbelm* of civil laws, and his doctor's 
di^ee on the 10th of June, 1719. 

Soon after he wefit to Oxford, he discovered, it 
is said, an inclination for pupils^ Whether he ever 
oommenced tutor is not known. None has hitherto 
boasted to haVe received Iris academical instruction 
from the author of the " Night Thoughts/' 

It is probable that his Cdlege was proud of him 
no less as a scholar than as a poet; for in I716, 
when the foundation of the Codrington Library 
was laid, two years after he had taken his bachelor's 
degree. Young was appointed to speak the Latin 
oration. This is at least particular for being de- 
dicated in English " To the Ladies of the Co- 
drington Family.** To these ladies he says, " that 
he was unavoidably flung into a singularity, by 
being obliged to write an epistle dedicatory void 
of common-place^ and such an one was never 
pnblished before by any author whatever ; that this 
practice absolved tibem from any obligation of read- 
ing' what was presented to them ; and that the book- 
seller approved of it, because it would m^ke people 
i stare> was absurd -enough and perfectly right.** 

Of diis oration there is no a|^earance in his own 
edition of bis works ; and prefixed to an edition by 
Curil and Tonson, in 174 1 > is a letter from Young 
to Curll, if we aaay credit Curil, dated December 
the 9tb, 17999 wfaa*ein he says that he has not 
lami):^ to jreview what he formerly wrote, and adds, 
" I have not the * Epistle to Lord Lansdowne.* 
If you will take my advice, I would have you omit 
that, and the oration on Codrington. I think the 
coUection will sell better without them.** 

VOL. III. u 
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There are who relate, tMt, when &:$t Yopng. 
found himself indef^endent, and his ow^ marter at 
. All Souls, be wasflot th^ ornament to r^igipOiWd 
morality which he afterwards became », 

The ^uthoirityof his father, inde^^. bad, i)^sft4* 
some time before, by his death 5 md Ypung waa 
certainly n(^ a?haiived to be p^tronizi^rby tlmi^ 
femous Wh^vtoiif But Wharton hefrAended in 
Young, perhaps, th^ poet, imd p^ticulaiily the: 
tragedian. If virtuous authors mn^ be ip^ti^B^iz^d 
only by virtuous peers, who^hall paint them opt? 

Yet Pope is said by Ruff b^d;to bftve told Wl^- 
burton, that "Young had much pf a sublime geniufi 
though without cQpimon sense ; so thiat hi^ g/^tiimi 
having no giude, was perpetually li^le to d^ 
generate into bombast. This made him piuip A 
foolish youths the sport of peers ai¥l poet$ ; .but^is 
having a very good h^art enabled him to s^uppoi^ 
the clerical character when he ^^sungied itj fir»t 
with decency, and afterwards with honour/* . 

They who, thinjc ill of Young's jxko^^y ip t\^ 
early part of his life, m^y pprh^s be ,wron^ j. bpj^ 
Tindal could not err in his apipioA «of ,Xou»g,'i# 
warmth and ability in th^ Q^use pf r^ligipPKoTipdf^ 
used to spend much of bi§ tifflie ^.f ^JU^So^ifc* ^^\ IK^ 
other boy§,"s^id the aj^h^ist, *M^aij ^Iways^^^flVer, 
beqause I always kijov wb«^W5€ th^jbftv^tfe^»ff| 
gumentg, which I h^^vp ^e^d ^ hundred tiPtflWfhsi* 
t^tJB^P;W Ypuqgi^ cpi?^i9U^ 
something of his own *.** 

. * ^^my grcpt friqud ia now become the s«bf|ept of l^iogm}Air» 
i|^9|[|9ul4,.%,tl?y^*^^t,^veryi tiw^ I tsSkA upon Jdmscw AiiHig 
the time I was employed in coUectij^ inal;^rjWft% i^^ V^i^mk 

V '■< 
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After all, Titidal and the censurers of Young 
may be recioncileable. Young might, for two or 
three years, have tried that kind of life, in which 
his natural principles would not suffer him to wal* 
low long. If this were so, he has left behind him 
not only his evidence in favour of virtue, but the 
potent testimony of experience against vice. 

We shall soon see that one of his earliest pro- 
ductions was more serious than what com^ from 
the generality df unfledged poets. 

Young perhaps ascribed the good fortune of 
Addison to the " Poem to his Majesty,*' presented, 
with a copy of verses, to Somers : and hoped thiU; 
he also Alight $0£tr to wealth and honours on wings 
of the same kind. His first poetical flight wsfi 
when Queen Anne called up to the House of Lord* 
the sons of the Earls of Northampton and Ayles- 
bury, and added, in one day, ten others to the 
number of peers. In order to reconcile the people 
to one, at least, of the new lords, he published, in 
1712, "An Epistle to the Right HonourableGeorge 
Lord Lansdowne.*' In this conqjosition the poet 
pours 6ut his panegyricfc with the extravagance 
of a young man, who thinks his present stock of 
wealtfi wiK' never be exhausted. 

The poem seems- intended ^Iso to reconcile the 
jrtibUck to the late peace. This is endeavoured to 
be dcme by fehovsdng that men are'slain m war, and 
thitrin' peace ^^iiarvistswaVe, and commerce swells 

imtting it together^ he never suffered me to depart without some 
«iidh farewell as this : ^ DoA*t forget that rascal TJndd, sir . Be 
$me to hxng tip theHtheist.** Alltidiilg to' this iin^ecdote^ #hich 
Johnscm had n^ntknied to me. 

u2 
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her sail.'* If this be humanity, for which he meant 
it ; is it politicks ? Another purpose of this epistle 
appears to have bee», to prepare the public for 
the reception of some tragedy he might have in 
hand. His lordship's patronage, he says, will not 
let him " repent his passion for the stage ;'* and 
the particular praise bestowed on " Othello*' and 
** Oroonoko'* looks as if some such character as 
Zanga was even then in conteinplation. The af- 
fectionate mention of the death of his friend Har- 
rison of New College, at the close of this poem, is 
an instance of Young's art, which dispUyed itself 
so wonderfully sometime afterwards in the " Night 
Thoughts/' of making the publick a party in bis 
private sorrow* 

Should justice call upon you to censure this 
poem, it ought at least to be remembered that he 
did not insert it in his works; and that in.tlie 
letter to Curll, as we have seen, he advises its 
omission. The booksellers, in the late body of 
English Poetry, should have distinguished what was 
deliberately rejected by the respective authors*. 
This I shall be careful to do with regard to Yoqng. 
** I think," says he, "the following pieces in four 
volumes to be the mostexcusabie of all that I have 
written ; and I wish less apology was Joss needful 
for these. As there. is no recalling what is.gpt 
abroad, the pieces here republished I ha,ve revised 
and corrected, and rendered tliem as pardmabl^ bs 
it was in my power to do." 

• • > 

♦ I>r. Jdinson, in mmj cases, thm^ht^nd directed dif0»»iitily, 
particularly in Young s works. 
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Shall the gates of repentance he shut only against 
literary sinners? 

When Addison published «Cato'Mnl7r3, Young 
had the honour of prefixing to it a recommendatory 
copy of verses. This is one of the pieces which 
the author of the " Night Thoughts'* did not re- 
piibliis^h. 

On the appearance of his ^^ Poem on the Last 
Day,'*' Addison did not return Young's compli- 
ment ; but *^ The Englishman'^ of October 29, 
1713, which was probably written by Addison, 
speaks handsomely of this poem. The " Last Day" 
was published soon after the peace. The vice- 
chancellor^s imprirnaturj for it was printed at Ox- 
ford, is dated the 19th, 1713. From the exordium. 
Young appears to have spent some time on the 
composition of it. While other bards " with 
Britain's hero set their souls on fire," he draws, he 
says, a deeper scene. Marlborough had been con- 
sidered by Britain as h^r hero; but, when the 
" Last Day^' was published, female ckbat had 
blasted for a time the laurels of Blenheim. This 
serious poem was finished by Young as early as 
1710, before he was thirty ; for part t)f it is printed 
in the " Tatler." ' It wa^ insdribed to the queen,, 
in a dedication, whirih, for some reason, he did not 
admit into' his^^^orfe. Tt telb her, that his only 
f idle' to the giieat hanchtt he now d(fes himself, is 
the-obli^atidn which lie follttetty received from her 
royal indulgence. *' ' " 

Of this obligation nothing is now known, unless 
h^ alltaded to her being hi^ godtnother. He f^ said 
indeed to have been engaged at a settled stijiend 
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as a writer for the Court. In Swift's " Bhspsody 
on Poetry*' are these lines, speaking of the Court- — 

Whence Gay wa» twiiish'd in disgrace. 
Where Pepe will ntver show his face^t 
Where Y— «-^ uust tprt^re hia myenttoii 
To flatter knares, or lose his pension. 

That Y~— means Young seems clear from four 

other Imesi in the same poem : 

Attend^ ye Piipes, and Youngs lund Gays, 
And tune your harps and strew your bays ; 
Your panegyridis here provide ; 
You cannot err on flattery's side. 

Yet who shall say with certainty thait Young was 
a pensioner ? In ^1 modern periods of this country^ 
have not the writers on one side been regularly 
called Hirelings, and on the other Patriots ? 

Of the dedication the complexion is clearly po- 
liticaL It speaks in the highest terms of the late 
peace ; it g^ves her Majesty praise indeed for her 
victories, but says that the author is more pleaded 
to see her rise from this lower world, soaring above 
the clouds, passing the first and second heavens^ 
and leaving the fi^ed starsi behind her ; dot will he 
lose her there, he says, but keep her still in, view 
through the boundl^^ spacesicm the other side pf 
creation^ in her journey towarxijs etcprnal bU^s, tijUi 
he bel>dd the heaven cff heaviens Qpeiii and angels 
receiving and conveying heiv still onward from^ the 
stretch of his imagination^ which tires in hfir. pur- 
suit, and falls back again to earth* . 

The queen was sopn called away from this lower 
world, to a place wher^ human praise or human 
flattery, even less general than this, are of Jittle 
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tained mily* the praitse of truth, he dbonld not have 
omitted it in his w.orks. Was be cons<?ious of the 
exaggeration of party? Then he should not have 
written it. The poetttitdelf is fiotipritbont a glance 
towards politicTcs, notwithstAtldfeig the subject. 
The cry that the churdi w^s i«t danger^had not 
3^t subsided. The •* Last Day,*' written by a 
layman, waa much >approved by the ministry and 
their friends. ^ ' 

Before the queen's death, ^* The Force of Re- 
ligion, or Vanquished Love,'* was sent into the 
World. This poem is founded on the execution of 
Lady Jane Gray and her husband Lord Guildford^ 
1554, a story eh(>sen for the subject of a tragedy 
by Edniiind Smith, and wrought into d; tragedy by 
Rowe. The dedication of it to the Countess of 
Salisbury does not appear in his own edition. He 
hopes it may be some excuse for his presumption 
that the story coUld not have been read without 
thoughts 6f the Countess of Salisbury, though it 
had been dedicated to another. ** To behold," 
he proceeds, ** i petson tmly virtuottS, stirs ih us 
6 prudent regret ; to behold '^ pe*rson onh/ amiable 
to the sight, warnw iis^th areligious indignation; 
W, to turn our 6yes to a<?OTrntess erf Salisbtay, 
{^ives us pleasure awd improvem^iitj it -works a 
*tvrt of mirade, occasions the bias of Ottr nattrre to 
-Mi off from sihj and makes ow very 4&am^ and 
affections converts t& oUr religion, and ptomotcw of 
am duty." His flattery ^wms as ready ibr the other 
fee* as for ours; an4 'Was at feast as well adapted. 

•August the «7th, 1714; Pbpe writds to his friend 
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Jervas, that he is ju&t arrived from Oxford j that 
every one is much concerned for the j^een's deaths 
but that no p^^jricks are ready yetfor the King. 
Nothing like friemlshiphas yet tafcea place between 
Pope. and Yomig: foi:, soon after the event whiieh 
Pope meations, Ypui^ published a poem on the 
Queen's death, and, his Maje^^ty's accession to the 
throne. It is inscribed to Addison? th^nsetjretary 
to the Lords Justices. Whatever were the qhH- 
gations which he had formerly received from 
Anne, the poet appears to aim at something of the 
same sort from George. Of the poemt the inten- 
tiou seems to have been, to show that he had the 
same extravagant strain of praise for a king as for 
a queeUi. To discover, at the very onset of a 
foreigner's reign, that the Gods bless his new sub- 
jects in such a king, is something more than praise. 
Neither was this deemed one of his excusable 
pieces. We do npt find it in his works. 

Young's father had been well acquainted with 
Lady Anne Wharton, the first wife of Thomas 
Whartcwi, Esq. afterwards Marquis of Wharton j 
a lady celebrated for her poetical talents by Bur- 
net and by Waller. 

To the Dean of Sarum^s visitation sermon, aU 
ready mentioned, , were added some verses . " by 
that excellent poetess Mrs. Aniie.Wharton," upon^ 
its being translated into English, at the instance 
of Waller by Atwox>d» Wharton, after he: became 
ennobled, did not drop the son of his oJd friend. 
In hin»j during the short time he lived,. Young 
found a patron, and in his dissolute descendant a 
friend and a companion. The Marquis died in 
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April, 1715. In the beginning of the next year 
the young Marquis set out upon his travels, -from 
which he returned in about a twelvemonth. The 
beginning of 1717 carried him to Ireland; where, 
says the Biographia,*" on the score of his extraor- 
dinary c[ualities, ' he had the hotioUr done him of 
being admitted, though under age, to take his 
seat in the House of Lords/" 

With this unhappy character, it is not unlikely 
that Young went to Ireland. IVom his Letter to 
Richardbon on **^Origittal Composition,*' it is clear 
he was, at some period of his life, in that country. 
** I remernber," says he, in that letter, speaking 
of Swift, " as I arfd others were taking with him 
an evening walk, about a mile out of Dublin, he 
stopped short; we passed on; but perceiving he 
did not follow us, I went back, and found him 
fixed as a statue, and earnestly gazing ujpward at 
a noble elm, which in its uppermost branches was 
much withered and decayed. Pointing at it, he 
said, * I shall be like that' tree, I shall die at top.*** 
Is it not probable, that this visit to Ireland \<ras 
paid wiien he had an opportunity of going thither 
with his avowed friend and patron ? 

From ** The Englishman^* it appears that a tra- 
gedy by Young was in the theatre so early as I7 13- 
Yet ^* Busiris** was not brotight upon 'Drury-Lane 
Stage till 1719. It was irtsdrlbed to the Duke of 
Newcastle; ** b6caust* the late instanced he had re- 
ceived of his Grace^s urtdfe^fetved tod uncommoti* 
favour; iri an affair of sohie consequence, foreign 
to the theatre, hadtsiken from him tlio privilc^ge 
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of choosing a patron." The Dedication he affeer- 
ip^ards suppressed. 

" Busiris" was followed in the year 172^1 by 
" The Revenge." He dedicated tWs femous tran 
gedy to the Duke of Wharton. " Your Gfeaoev" 
says the Dedication, " has been pleased to make 
yourself accessary to the following scenes, not 
only by suggesting the most beautiful incident in 
them, but by making all possible proirision f«r'the 
success (rf the whole." 

That his Grace should have suggested the inei- 
dent to which he alludes, whatever that incident 
might have been, is not unKkely. The last mentat 
exertion of the superannuated young man, in his 
quarters at Lerida, in Spain, was some scenes of a 
tragedy on the story of Mary Queen of Scots. 

Dryden dedicated ** Marriage k la Mode" to 
Wharton's infamous relation Rochester, whom he 
acknowledges not only as the defender of his 
poetry, but as the promoter of his fortune. Young* 
concludes his address to Wharton thu&— •^ My 
present fortune is his bounty, and my future his 
care ; which I will venture to say will be always 
remembered to his honour, since he, I knolv^y in- 
tended his generosity as an ^iconnigeinent to 
merit, though through his very pardonable psu*-^ 
tiality to one who bears him so sincere a* duty and 
irespect, I happen to receive the bisnefifc ofit;'* 
That he ever had Such a patron as Wharton, Young 
took all the pains in his power to conceal from the 
worM, by excluding this dedication from his wcwrksw 
He shbuld have remembered that he atthe^ame 
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time concealed his obligation to Wharton for the, 
most beautiful incident in what is imrely not his least 
beautiful composition. The passage just quoted 
is, in a poem afterwards addressed to Walpole, li- 
teraUy copied: 

Be this thy partial smile from censure free ! 
'Twas meant for merit, though it fell on me. 

While Young, who, in his " Love of Fame,*' 
complains grievously how often " dedications wash 
an jEthiop white,'* was painting an amiable Duke 
of Wharton in perishable prose. Pope was, perhaps, 
beginning to describe the " scorn and wonder of 
his days'* in lasting verse. 

To the patronage of such a character, had Young 
studied men as much as Pope, he would have known 
how little to have trusted. Young, however, was 
certainly indebted to it for something material ; and 
the Duke's regard for Young, added to his " Lust 
of Praise," procured to All Soul's College a dona- 
tion, which was not forgotten by the poet when he 
dedicated " The Revenge." 

It will surprise you to see me cite second Atkins, 
Case 136, Stiles v&^susthe Attorney General, March 
14, 1740, as authority for the life of a poet. But 
biographers do not alwayafind such certain guides 
as the oaths of the persons whom they record. 
Chancellor Hardwicke was to determine whether 
two annuities, granted by the Duke of Wharton 
to Young, were for l^al considerations. One was 
dated the 24th March, I719, and accounted foir 
his Grace's bounty in a style princely and com- 
mendable, if not legal — " considering that the 



300 YOUNG. 

publick good isr advanced by the encouragement 
<rf learning arid the polite arts> and being pleased 
therein with the attempts of Dr. Youlig, in consi- 
deration thereof, and of the love I bear him, &c.^* 
The other was dated the 10th of July, 1722. ' 

Young, on his examination, swore that he quitted 
the Exeter family, aftd refused an atinuity of 100/1 
which had been offered him for life if he would 
continue tutor to Lord Burleigh, upon the press- 
ing solicitations of the Duke of Wharton, iand his 
Grace's assurances of providing for him in a 
much more ample manner. It also appeared that 
the Duke had given him a bond for 600/. dated 
the 15th of March, 1721, in consideration of his 
taking several journeys, and being dt great ex- 
penses, in order to be chosen member of the 
House of Commons, at the Duke's desire, and in 
consideration of his not taking two livings of 200^. 
arid 400/. in the gift of AH Soul's CoHege, on his 
Grace's protriises of serving and advancing Tiiin in 
the world. 

Of his adventures ih the Exeter family I am 
unable to give any account. The Attempt to get 
itito Parliament was at Cirencester, whdr6 Young 
stood a contested election. '• His grace disboVered 
in' him talents for oratory afe wdl 'as Rfr ^tetryf 
Nor was this jiidgienfetit^rohgi - Youti^, aft^hfe 
tttBk orders, becanie ^ S^'ry ^popular pre^chfer,' aitid 
wafe itiuch* folld^Sred foif the grdfce and atnrhdiion of 
Ms delivery. By his oi*atorical talents he wais o1ic6 
in his lifd, accoi-ding to' the Bib^raphia, deserterf. 
As he was preaching in his ttirh at St. Jameses, he 
plainly perceived it was out of his power to com- 
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Wiaud the a,ttention of his audience. This so/afr 
fected the feelings of the preacher, that he ^s^t 
back iu the pulpit, and burst into tears. But \m 
must pursue his poetical life. 

In 1719 he lamented the death of Addison, in 
a letter addressed to their common friend Tickell. 
For the sepret history of. the following lines, jif 
they contain any,^ it is, now vain to seek : 

In joy once join' d, in sorrow, now, for years — 
Partner in ^ief, and brother of my tears, 
Tickell, accept this verses thy mournful due. 

From your account of Tickell it appears that he 
^nd Young ij.sed to '' communicate to each Qther 
whatever verses they wrote, ev?n to the least 
things/' . , 

. In 1719 appeared a "Paraphrase qn Part of tb^ 
Book of Job.'' Parkqr, to whom it is dedicated, 
had uot long, by means of the ig^eals, be^n qualified 
for a patron. Of this work the authpr's opiuiojii 
may be known from his Letter to Curll: " Yoji 
seem, in tbe Collection you propose, to have omit- 
ted wh^it I think may daim the first place in,it;;il 
oi^^an / a Traoslatipn from^ part of Jpb,' prtnted.by 
]VIr. TonsoHt'' The Dedication, \wbich /was ipaliy 
fiuflfered to appear in Mr,Tpnson's edition,, while 
it speaks with satisfactioi^ of his .present, retjjre* 
oment, seejoas to make.an .unusual ^trjUggl^ tpes<^p^ 
from r^ti^enotent. But eyery pne whp^ijgg ii| ^^ 
dark does not sing from joy« It is addresses^* jfl 
no common strain of flattery, to a chanceli%j 9^ 
whom he clearly appears to have })a.d no kii?4 ^9^ 
knowledge. , ^^^, ,, ;i^^, ,,^ 
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Of his Satires it would not have been possible 
to fix the dates without the assistance of first edi- 
tions, which, as you had occasion to observe in 
your account of Dryden, are with diflSculty found. 
We must then have referred to the poems, to dis- 
cover wheat they were written. For these intemal 
notes of time we should not have referred in vain. 
The firstSatire laments, that ** Guilt's chief foe in 
Addison is fled.^' The second, addre^ing himself, 
asks, 

Is thy ambition sweating for a rhyme^ 
Thou unambitious fool^ at this late time ? 
A fool at Jbrttf is a fool indeed. 

The Satires were originally published separately 
in folio, under the title of ** The Universal Pas- 
sion." These passages fix the appearance of the 
first to about 17^) tiiie time at which it came out. 
As Young seldom suffered his pen to dry, after he 
had once dipped it in poetry, we may conclude 
that he began his Satires soon after he had written 
the " Paraphrase on Job." The last Satire was 
certainly finished in the beginning of the year I726. 
In December 1725, the king, in his passive from 
Helvoetsluys, escaped with great difficulty from' it 
storm by landing at Rye; and the conclusion of 
the Satire turns the escape iato a mimcl6, i« such 
an ^comiastick strditt of com{^iment as poetry too 
often seeks to pay to roydty. 
, From the sixth of iJiese poems we leant, ^ * ' 

Midat empire's charms^ how Carolina's heart . . ^ , . 
Glowed with the love of virtue and of art; 

S^nce thegrat^ul poet tell us, in the next couplet. 
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Her iarour is difus^ to ihs^ degree^ 
Excess of goodness ! it has dawn*d on me. 

Her majesty had stood godmother, and givcfi 
ber name, to the daughter of the lady whom Young 
marjciad in I7SI ; and had perhaps shown some 
attention to Lady Elizabeth's future husband. 

The fifth Satire, ** On Women,*' was not pub* 
liahed till 17«7 ; and the sixth not till 17^. 

To these poems, when, in 1728, he gathered 
them into one publication, he prefixed a Preface j 
in which he observes, that ** no man can converse 
much in the world, but at what he meets with he 
must either be insensible or grieve, or be angry or 
smilew N<yw to smile at it, and turn it into ridi- 
cule," he addi^ " I think most eligiWe, as it hurts 
ourselves least, and gives vice and folly the greatest 
offence. Laughing at the misconduct of the worid 
wUl, in a great measure, ease us of any more dis- 
agreeable passion about it. One passion is more 
effectuaJiy driven out by another than by reason, 
whatever ^ome teach." So wrote, and so of course* 
thought, the lively and witty satirist at the grave 
age of almost fifty, who, many years earlier In life, 
^rote the " Last Day." After all. Swift pro-^ 
nqunced of these Satires, that they should either 
have been more angry or more merry. 

Is it not rSppiewifcat singular that Young pre* 
served, without any palliation, tlus Rrefaee, so^ 
bluntly deqiedve iuifavour of lais^hing at the woriid, 
in the same collection of his works which contains 
jthe moumftil, angry, gloomy, «* Night Thoughts!" 
At the conclusion of the Preface he applies 
Battp -s beautiful feble of the ^' Biitb ofLot^Hd 
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modern poetry, with the addition, *' that Poetry, ^ 
like Love, is a little subject to blindness, which 
makes her mistake her way to. preferments and 
honours ; and that she retains a dutiful admiration 
of her father's faipaily; but divides, her favours, . 
and generally lives with her mother's relations." 
Poetry, it is true, did not lead Young to prefer- 
ments or to honours ; but was there not something 
,like blindness in the flattery which he sometimes 
forced her, and her sister Prose, to utter ? She 
was always, indeed, taught by him to entertain a 
most dutiful admiration of riches ; but surely 
Young, though nearly related to Poetry, had no 
connexion with her whom Plato makes the mother 
of Love. That he could not well complain of being 
related to Poverty appears clearly from the fre- 
quent bounties which his gratitude records, and 
from the wealth which heJeft behind him. By 
" The Universal Passion" he acquired no vulgar 
fortune, more than three thousand pounds. A 
considerable sum had already been swallowed up 
in the South Sea. For this loss he took the ven- 
geance of an author. His Muse makes poetical 
use more than once of a South Sea Dream. 

It is related by Mr. Spence, in his Manuscript 
Anecdotes, pn the authority of Mr. Rawlinson, 
th^t Young, upon the publication of his "Universal 
Passion," received from the Duke of Grafton two 
thoui^nd pounds ; and that, when one of his friends 
Qxclaimed, " Two thousand pounds for a poem !" 
he said it was the best bargain he ever made in his 
Ufe, for the poem was worth four thousand. 

This story may be true j but it seems to have 
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been Raised from the two answers of Lord Burghley 
and Sir Philip Sidtiey in Spenser's Life. 

After inscribing his Satires^ not perhaps without 
the hopes of preferments and honours, to such 
iiames as the Duke of Dorsfet, Mr. Dodington, Mr. 
Spencer Compton, Lady Elizabeth Germain, and 
Sir Robert Walpole, he returns to plain panegyrick. 
In 1726 he addressed a poem to Sir Robert Wal- 
pole, of which the title sufficiently explains the 
intention. If Young must be acknowledged a 
. ready celebrator, he did not endeavour, of did not 
choose, to be a lasting one. " The Instalment" is 
among the pieces he did not admit into the number 
of his excusable writings. Yet it contains a couplet 
which pretends to pant after the power of bestow- 
ing immortality : 

Oh ! kofw I lobg, etlkm^ed by the theme, 
In deep eteraity to launch thy name i 

The bounty of the former reign seems to have 
been continued, possibly increased, in this. What- 
ever it might have been, the poet thought he de- 
served it J for he was not ashamed to acknowledge 
what, without his acknowledgement, would now 
perfiaps never have been known : 

My Ifreasst, O Wieilpol^, glows with gratrfW fire. 
The fiteanis of mpH boiiiity>.tiirn'd by thee, 
Refredi the dry renK^ns of pp^^sy. 

-If the purity of modern patriotism will term 
Youiig a pensioner, it iriust at least be confessed 
he was a grateful one. 

The reign orthe new monarch was ushered in 

VOL. III. X 
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by Ycmng with ^ Oceap, m Ode.'* The hint of it 
was taken fVom the royal speech, which recom- 
meoided thi^ increase and the encouragement of 
the seamen ; that they might be ^* invited, rather 
than compelled by force and violence, to ?nter into 
the service of their country j" ^ plan which hu- 
manity must IjBMnent that policy h^s not even yet 
been able, or willipgi to carry into execution. Pre* 
fixed to the original publication were an " Ode to 
the King, Pater Patriae,*' apd an •* Essay on Lyricfc 
Poetry.** It is but justice to confess, that he pre-, 
served neither of them ; and that the Ode itself, 
which in the first edition, and in the last, consists 
of seventy-three ataiizas, i^ the author's own edi-^ 
tion is reduced to forty^nine. Among the omitted 
passages is a " Wish/* that concluded the poem, 
which few would have suspected Young of form- 
ing ; and of which few, after having formed it, 
would confess something like their shame by sup- 
pression. 

It ptood originally so high in the author*s opi* 
nion, that he entituled the poem, " Ocean, an Ode^ 
Concluding with a Wish.*' This wish coQsiats of 
thirteen ptfinaas. The fir$t runs thus : 

O may I steal 

Along the vale 
Of humble 1%^ secure from foes ! 

My firieBd rincere^ 

My judgement clear> 
And gentle business my i^epose ! 

The three last stanzas are not more remarkable 
for just rhymes : but, altogether, they will maku 
rather a curious page .in the life of Young : 
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iProfA^ie sthemtSy 

And golden dreams, 
May I9 unsanguine, cast away ! 

Have what 1 have. 

And lite, not leave, 
Enamout^ of the present day ! 

My hours my own ! 

My faults unknown ! 
My chief revenue in content ! 

Then leave one beam 

Of honeet fame! 
And scorn the laboured monument ! 

Unhurt my urn 

Till that great tviin 
When m%faty Nature's pelf i^all die. 

Time cease to glide> 

With human pride^ 
Sunk in the ocean of eternity ! 

It IS whimsical that he, who was soon to bid adieu 
to rhyme, should fix upon a measure in which 
rhyme abounds even to satiety. Of this he ssdd, 
in his " Essay on Ljoick Poetry,*' prefixed to the 
poem—" For the more harmony likewise I chose 
the frequent return of rhyme, which laid me under 
great cUfficulties* But difficulties overcome, give 
grace and pleasure. Nor can I account for the 
pleasure qf rhyme m general (of which the modems 
are too fcmd) but from this truth.*' Yet the mo- 
dems surely deserve not much censure for their 
fondness of what, by their own confession, aflfords 
pleasure, and abounds in harmony. 

The next paragraph in his Essay did not occur 
to him when he talked of " that great turn" in the 
stanza just quoted. " Bat then. Ihe writer must 

x 2 
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take care that the diflSiculty is overcome, Hiat iSf 
he must make rhyme consistent with as perfect 
sense and expression, as could be expected if be 
was perfectly free from that shackle/' 

Another part of this Essay will convict the fol- 
lowing stanza of what every reader will discover in 

it, " involuntary burlesque : '* 

'«* 

The northern blasts 

The shattered mast^ 
The syrt, the whirlpool, and the rock. 

The breaking spout. 

The stars gone out, 
The boiling strait, the monster's shock. 

But would the English poets fill quite so many 
volumes, if all their productions were to be tried^ 
like this, by an elaborate essay en each particular 
species of poetry of which they exhibit specimens? 

If Young be not a lyrick poet, he is at kJasft a 
critick in that sort of poetry ; and, if his lyrick 
poetry can be proved bad, it was firet proved so by 
his own criticism. This surely is candid. 

Milboume was styled by Pope " the fairest of 
criticks^*' c»ily because he exhibited his own ver- 
sion of Virgil to be compared with Dryden's which 
he condemned, and with which every reader had 
it not otherwise in his power to compare it. Young 
was surely not the most unfair of poets for pre-« 
fixing to a lyrick composition an Essay on Lyricfc 
Poetry, so just and impartial as to condemn hinv% 
self. 

We shall soon come to a work, before which we 
find indeed no critical essay, but which disdains to. 
shrink from the touchstone of the severest critic^ i 
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mid which certaiHly, as I remember to have heard 
you say, if it contain some of the worst, contains 
also some of the best things in the language. 

Soon after the appearance of" Ocean^*' when he 
was almost fifty. Young entered into orders. In 
April 1728, not long after he had put on the gown, 
he was appointed chaplain to George the Second. 
The tragedy of " The Brothers,'* which was 
already in rehearsal, he immediately withdrew from 
the stage. The managers resigned it with some 
reluctance to the delicacy, of the new clergyman. 
The Epilogue to " The Brothers," the only ap- 
pendages to any of his three plays which he added 
himself, is, I believe, the only one of the kind. 
He calls it an historical Epilogue. Finding that 
^' Guilt's dreadful close his narrow scene denied,*' 
he, in a manner, continues the tragiedy in the Epi- 
logue, and relates how Rome revenged the shade 
of Demetrius, and punished Perseus " for thi^ 
night's deed." 

Of Young's taking orders something is told by 
the bic^apher of Pope, which places the easiness 
and simplicity of the poet in a singular light. 
When he determined on the church, he did not 
address himself to Sherlock, to Atterbury, or to 
Hare, for the best instructions in Theology 5 but 
to Pope, who, in a youthful frolick, advised the 
diligent perusal of Thomks Aquinas. With this 
treasure Young retired from interruption to an ol>- 
scure place in the suburbs. His poetical guide to 
godliness hearing nothing of him during half a 
year, and apprehending he might have carried the 
jest too &r> solight B&et him^ and found him just 
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in time to prevent what Ruffhead calls ^' an lrre« 
trievable derangement/' 

That attachment to his favourite study, which 
made him think a poet the surest guide to bis new 
profession, left him little doubt whether poetry was 
the surest path to its honoura and preferments. 
Not long indeed after he took orders, he published 
in prose (1728), "A true Estimate of Human Life,'* 
dedicated, notwithstanding the Latin quotations 
with which it abounds, to the queen ; and a ser.> 
mon preached before the House of Commons, 
1729$ on the martyrdom of King Charles, intituled, 
" An Apology for Princes, or the Reverence due 
to Government;*' But the '* Second Course,*' the 
counterpart of his " Estimate,** without which it 
cannot be called " A true Estimate,*' though in 
1728 it was announced as ** soon to be published,** 
never appeared ; and \i\fk ol^ friends the Muses 
were not forgotten. In 17a> he relapsed to poetry, 
and sent into the world " Imperium Pelagi: a 
Naval Lyrick, written in imitation of Pindar*s 
Spirit, occasioned by his Majesty*8 Return from 
JIanover, September I72&, and the succeeding 
Peace.'* It is inscribed to the Duke of Chandos. 
In the Preface we are told, that the Ode ia the 
most spirited kind of poetry, and that thePindarick 
is the most spirited kind ojf Ode. ^ This I speak,^ 
he adds, ^' with ssqffi^pielit candour^ at my own very 
great peril. But truth has an eternal title to oiu* 
confession, though we are sure to 8u£Eer by it.** 
Behold, agfUB, the fairest of poets. Youi^a ^ Iia? 
perium Pdagi'^ was ridiculed in Fieldiii^s ^' Tom 
Thumb ;** but, let \vi nc^ forget that it wu one 
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of his piec^ whkh the aatbot of the ^' Night 
Thoughts'* deliberately refused to own. 

Not loi^ after this Pindarick attempt, he pub- 
lished two Epistles to Pope, " concerning the au- 
thors of the Age/' 1730. Of these poems one 
ocx^sion seems to have been an apprehension lest, 
from the liveliness of his satires, he should not be 
deemed sufficiently serious for promotion in the 
Church. 

In July 1730 he was presented by his College 
to the rectory of Welwyn in Hertfordshire. In 
May 17s 1 he married Lady Eli^ah^h Lee, daughter 
of the Earl of Ltch^eld, afld widow of Colonel Lee. 
His ciMQiiexion with this lady aroj^ from his father's 
acquaintancei .already mentioned, with Lady Anne 
Whartim, who was coheiress of Sir Henry Lee of 
Ditchley in Oxford^ire. Poetry had lately been 
taught by Addison to aspire to the arms of nobility, 
though not with extraordinary happiness. 

We may naturally conclude that Young now gave 
himself up in some measure to the comforts of his 
new connexion^ and to the expectations of that 
preferment which he thought due to his poetical 
talents^ or, at letst^ to the manner in which they 
had so frequently been exerted^ 

The next production of his muse ww ** The Sea- 
piece,'* in two odes. 

Yoimg enjoys the crecKl; of what is called an 
" Extempore Epigram on Voltaire ;" who, when 
ht was in England, ridieuled, in the cbtopany of 
the jeakms English noet, MHton^s allegory of " Sin 
and Death :'* 
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You are so witty, profligate, and tkin^ 

At once w^ think thee Milton, Death, and Sin. 

- From the following passage in the poetical de* 
dication of his " Sea-piece*^ tb Voltaire, it seems 
that this extemporaneous reproof, if it must be exr 
temporaneous (for what few will now affirm Vol* 
taire to have d^erved any reproof), was something 
longer than a distich, and something more gentle 
than the distich just quoted. 

No stranger, sir, though bom in foreign climes. 
On Dorset downs, when Milton's page. 
With Sin and Death provoked thy rage. 

Thy rage provoked, who soothed with gentle rhymes ? 

By " Dorset downs' • he probably meant Mr. 
Dodington's seat. In Pitt -s Poems is ** An Epistle 
to Dr. Edward Young, at Eastbury, in Dorsetshire, 
on the Review at Sarum, 1722;*- 

While with your Dodington retired you sit, 
Charmed with his flowing Burgundy and wit, &c. 

Thomson, in Jiis Autumn, addressing Mr. Do* 
dingtpn, calls his seat the sea:t of the Mus^s, 

Where, in the secret hower and winding walk. 
For virtuous Young and thee they twine the bay. , 

The praises Thomson bestows but a few lines be- 
fore on Philips, the second 

Who nobly durst, in rhyme-unfetter'd verse. 
With British freedom sing the British song, 

addqd tp Thomson's example and success, might 
perhaps induce Young, as we shall see presently, 
to write his great work without rhyme. 
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In 17S4r he . published " The Foreign Address, 
or the best Argument for Peace, occasioned by the 
British Reet and the Posture of Affairs. Written 
in the Character of a Sailor/' It is not to be 
found in the author's four volumes. 

Jle now appears to have given up all hopes of 
overtaking Pindar, and perhaps at last resolved to 
turn his ambition to some original spepies of poetry. 
This poem concludes with a formal farewel to Ode, 
ivhich few of Young's readers will regftt 2 

My shell, which. Qk) gave, which kings applaud. 
Which Europe's bleeding genius call'd abroad. 
Adieu ! 

In a species of poetry altogether his own, he next 
tried his skill, and succeeded. 

Of his wife he was deprived in 1741. Lady 
Elizabeth bad lost, after her marriage with Young> 
an aipiable daughter, by her former husband, just 
after she was married to Mr. Temple, son of Lord 
Palmerston. Mr. Temple did not long remain 
after his wife, though he was married a second 
time Xo a daughter of Sir John Barnard's, whose 
spn is the present peer. Mr. and Mrs. Temple 
have generally been considered as Philander and 
N^rcissa, From the great friendship which con- 
gtantly subsisted between Mr. Temple and Young, 
as well as frpm other circumstances, it is probable 
that the poet had. both him and Mrs. Temple in 
view for these characters; though at the same 
time some passages respecting Philander do not 
appear. to suit either Mr* -Temple or any other 
person with whom Young was known to be con- 
nected or ^^qu^iQted, while all the circumstances 
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i«iatiiig to l%iix:is8a have been conAtafitty fdond 
applicable to Young's daaghter4n-law» 

At what short intervals the poet tells us be waift 
wounded by the deaths of the three persons par^ 
ticularly lamented, none that has read the ^^ Night 
Thoughts'' (and who has not read them?) needs 
to be informed. 

Insatiate ardier ! ccmM not one' suffice ^ 

Tky shaft Aew thrice ; and thrice my peace "Wm i^aiii ; 

And thriee^ ere thrice yon moon had fiU'd her hwn. 

Yet how is it possible tihat Mr. and Mrs. Temple 
and Lady Elizabeth Young could be these three 
victims, over whom Young has hitherto been pitied 
for having to pour the *' Midnight &)rrows^' of his 
religious poetry ? Mrs. Temple died in 1736 ; Mr. 
Temple four years afterwards in 1740 ; and the 
pod;'s wife seven months after Mr. Templer in 
1741.. How could the insatiate archer thrice slay 
his peace, in these three persons, ** ere thrice the 
moon had fill'd her horn ?" 

But in the short preface to " The Complaint" 
he seriously tells usy " that the occasion of this 
poem was real, not fictitious ; and that the facts 
mentioned did naturally pour these moral re-^ 
flections cm the thought of the writer." It is pro- 
babie, therefore, that in tbei^ three contradictory 
%n^ the poet complains^ more than the fatlier-iii' 
lawy the friendy cat the widower. 

Whatever names belong to these &(cts, or, if 
the names: be those generally supposed, whatever 
heightening a poet's^ sorrow may have given the 
facts j^ to the scotow Young Mt from thens re- 
tigma m^ m^ality are indebted for the <* Night 
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7%aughts/^ There is a pleasure sure in sadness 
which mourners only know [ 

Of these poems the two or three first have been 
perused perhaps more eagerly and more frequently 
than the rest. When he got as far as the fourth 
or fifth, his orginal motive for taking up the i^n 
was answered ; his grief was naturally either di- 
minished or exhausted. We still find the same 
pious poet; but we hear less of Philander and 
Narcissa, and less of the mourner whom he loved 
to pity. 

Mrs. Temple died of a consumption at Lyons, 
in her way to Nice, the year after her marriage j 
that is, when poetry relates the fact, " in her 
bridal hour.'' It is more than poetically true, that 
Young accompanied her to the Continent : — 

I flew, I snatch'd her from the rigid North, 
And bore her nearer to the sun. 

3ut in vain. Her funeral was intended with the 
difiiculties painted in such animated colours in 
" Night the Third." After her death, the re- 
mainder of the party passed the ensuing winter at 
Nice. 

The poet seems perhaps in these compositions 
to dwell with more melandioly on the deatth of 
Philander and Narcissa, than of bis wife. But it 
is only for this reason. He who runs and reads 
may remember, that in the ^^ Night Thoughts'* 
Pbijbmder and Narcisn are often mentioned and 
often Umeated. To recoUect hmieiitatzons over 
tbe authw'a wife, the mciBory wust have been 
ch^ged with distinct passages. This lady bfCHi^t 
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him ene child, Frederick, now living, to whom the 
Prince of Wales was godfather. 

That domestick grief is, in the first instance,* to 
be thanked for these ornaments to our language, 
it is impossible to deny. Nor would it be common 
hardiness to contend, that worldly discontent had 
no hand in these joint productions of poetry and 
piety. Yet am I by no means sure that, at any 
rate, we should not have had something of the same 
colojur from Young's pencil, notwithstanding the 
liveliness of his satires. In so long a life, causes 
for discontent and occasions for grief must have 
occurred. It is not clear to me that his Muse was 
not sitting upon the watch for the first which 
happened. " Night Thoughts '* were not uncom- 
mon to her, even when first she visited the poet, 
and at a time when, he himself was remarkable 
neither for gravity nor gloominess, In his " Last 
Day,*' almost his earliest poem, he calls her **ThQ 
Melancholy Maid,'* 



' . ■ whom dism^ scenes delight. 

Frequent at tombs and in the realms of Night. 

In the prayer which concludes the second book of 
the same poem, he says-^ 

-^h ! pennit the gloom of solemn night 
To sacred thought may forciUy invite. 
Oh ! how divine to tread the milky way. 
To the bright palace of ^Eternal Day! 

When Young was writing a tragedy, Grafton is 
said by Spence to have sent him a human skull, 
with a candle in it, as a lamp;' and the poet is re- 
ported to have used it 



What he calls " The true Estimate of Human 
life,'* which has already been mentioned, exhibits 
only the wrong side of the tapestry; and, being 
asked why he did not show the right, he is said to 
have replied, that he could not* By others it has 
been told me that this was finished ; but that, be- 
fore there existed any copy, it was torn in pieces 
by a lady's monkey. 

Still, is it alt(^ether fair to dress up the poet for 
the man, and to bring the gloominess of the " Night 
Thoughts" to prove the gloominess of Young, and 
to show that his genius, like the genius of Swift, 
was in some measure the sullen inspiration of dis- 
content ? 

From them who answer in the affiripative it 
should not be concealed that, though " Invisibilia 
non decipiunt" appeared upon a deception in 
Young's grounds, and " Ambulantes in horto au- 
di^runt vocem Dei" on a building in his garden, 
his parish was indebted to the good humour of the 
author of the " Night Thoughts" for an assembly 
and a bowling green. 

Whether you think with me, I know not; but 
the famous " De mortuis nil nisi bonum" always 
appeared to me to savour more of female weakness 
than of manly reason. He that has too much 
feeling to speak ill of the dead, who, if they cannot 
defend themselves, are at least ignorant of his 
abuse, will not hesitate bv the most wanton ca- 
lumny to destroy the quiet, the reputation, the 
fortune, of the living. Yet censure is not heard 
beneath the tomb, any more than praise. " De 
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mortuis nil nisi veram — ^De vivis tiil nisi homtn^ 
— ^wauld approach much nearer to good senses 
After all, the few handfuls of remaining durt which 
once composed the body of the author of the ^Night 
Thoughts" feel not much concern whether Young 
pass now for a man of sorrow, or for " a fellow cf 
infinite jest.*' To this favour must ciome the whole 
family of Yorick. His immcntal part, wherever 
that now dwells, is still less solicitous on this head* 

Itot to a son of worth saad sensibility it is of aome 
little consequence whether contemporaries believe, 
and posterity be taught to believe, that his de- 
bauched and reprobate life cast a Stygian gloom 
over the evening of his father's days, saved him 
the trouble of feigning a character completely 
detestable, and succeeded at last in bringing his 
" grey hairs with sorrow to the grave/' 

The humanity of the world, little satisfied with 
inventing perhaps a melancholy disposition for the 
father, proceeds next to invent aii argument in 
support of their invention, and chooses that Lo- 
renzo should be Young's own son. The Biographk, 
and every account erf Young, pretty roundly assert 
this to be the fact j of the absolute impossibiMty 
of which, the' Biographia itself, in particular dates, 
contains undeniable evidence. Readers I know 
there are of a strange turn of mind^ who will here- 
after peruse the ** Night Thoughts" with less sa- 
tisfaction ; who will wish they had still been de- 
ceived ; who will quarrel with me for discovering 
that no such character as their Lorenzo ever yet 
disgraced human nature, or broke a father's heart* 



Yet would these admirers of the sublime and ter- 
rible be offended, should you set them down for 
cruel and for savage. 

Of this report, inhuman to the surviving son, if 
it be true, in proportion as the character of Lorenzo 
is diabolical, where are we to find the proof? Per- 
haps it is clear from the poems. 

From the first line to the last of the " Night 
Thoughts,'' no one expression can be discovered 
which betrays any thing like the father. In the 
** Second Night'* I find an expression which betrays 
something else ; that Lorenzo was his friend ; one, 
it is possible, of his former companions ; one c^ 
the Duke of Wharton's set. The poet styles him 
<< gay frigid J " an appellation not very natural 
from a pious incensed &ther to such a being as he 
paints Lorenzo, and that being his son. 

But let us see how he has sketched this dreadful 
portrait, from the sight o£ some of whose filatures 
the artist himself must have turned away with 
horror. A subject more shocking, if his only child 
really sat to him, than the crucifixion of Michael 
Angelo; upon the horrid story told of which. 
Young composed a short poem of fourteen lines in 
the early part of his life, which he did not think 
deserved to be republished. 

In the *< First Night,'* the address to the poet's 
auppo^ed son is, 

Lorenzo^ Fortune makes her court to thee. 

In the ** Fifth Night"— 

Aiid biinia iKiremso stiU for the sublime 
Of life? to hang his airy nest on high? 
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Is this a picture of the son of the rector of* 
Welwyn ? 

" Eighth Night'*— 

In foreign realms (for thou hast travell*d far)-^ 

which even now does not apply to his son^ 
In " Night Five** — 

So wept Lorenzo fair Clarissa*s fate / 

Who gave that angel-boy on whom he dotes i 

And died to give him, orphan'd in his birth ! 

At the beginning of the "Fifth Night'* we find — 

Lorenzo, to recriminate is just, 

1 grant the man is vain who writes for praise. 

But, to cut short all inquiry; if any one of these 
passages, if any passage in the poems, be applicable, 
my friend shall pass for Lorenzo. The son of the 
author of the " Night Thoughts" was not old 
enough, when they were written, to recriminate, or 
to be a father* The " Night Thoughts'* were be- 
gun immediately after the mournful event of 17*1 • 
The first "Nights** appear, in the books of the 
company of Stationers, as the property of Robert 
Dodsley, in 1742. The Preface to '' Night Seven** 
is datdd July the 7th, 1744. The marriage, in 
consequence of which the supposed Lorenzo was 
born, happened in May 1731. Young's child was 
not born till June 1733. In 1741 this Lorenzo, 
this finished infidel, this father to whose education , 
Vice had for some years put the last hand, was 
only eight years old. 

'^ An anecdote of this cruel sort, so open to con- 
tradiction, so impossible to be true, who could 
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propagate ? Thus 'easily are ))lasted the reputaticm 
qf the living and of the dead. 

Who, then, was Lorenzo? exclaim the readers 
I have mentioned^ If we cannot be sure that he 
was his son, which would have been finely terrible, 
was he not his nephew, his cousin ? 

These are questions which I do not pretend to 
answer. For the sake of human nature, I could 
wish Lorenzo to have been only the creation of the 
poet's fancy: like the Quintus of Anti Lucretius, 
" quo nomine," says Polignac, " quemvis Atheum 
intellige/* That this was the case, many expres- 
sions in the " Night Thoughts*' would seem to 
prove, did not a passage in ** Night Eight*', appear 
to show that he had somebody in his eye for tlie 
ground-work at least of the painting. Lovelace 
or Lorenzo may be feigned characters ; but a writer 
does not feign a name of which he only gives fhe 
initial letter: 

Tell not Calista. She will laugh thee dead^ 
Or send thee to her hermitage with L-^ . 

The Biographia, not satisfied with pointing out 
the son of Young, in that son's lifetime, as his 
father's Loi;enzo, travels out of its way into the 
history of the son, and tells of his having been for- 
bidden his college at Oxford for misbehaviour. 
How suph anecdotes, were they true, tend .to il- 
lustrate the life of Young, it is not easy to discover. 
Was the son of the author of the "Night Thoughts,'* 
indeed, forbidden his college for a time, at one of 
our Universities? The author of " Paradise Lost*' 
is by some supposed to have been disgracefully 
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ejected from the other. From juvenile follies who 
is free? But, whatever the Biographia chooses to 
relate, the son of Young experienced no dismission 
from his college either lasting or temporary. 

Yet, were nature to indulge him with a second 
youth, and to leave him at the same time the ex- 
perience of that which is past, he would probably 
spend it differently — who would not ?— he would 
certainly be the occasion of less uneasiness to his 
father. But, from the same experience, he would 
as certainly, in the same case, be treated differ- 
ently by his father. 

Young was a poet: poets, with reverence be it 
spoken, do not make the best parents. Fancy 
and imagination seldom deign to stoop from their 
heights; always stoop unwillingly to the low level 
of common duties. Aloof from vulgar life, they 
pursue their rapid flight beyond the ken of mortals, 
and descend not to earth but when compelled by 
necessity. The prose of ordinary occurrences is 
beneath the dignity of poets. 

He who is connected with the Author of the 
^* Night Thoughts," only by veneration for the 
Poet and the Christian, may be allowed to observe, 
that Young is one of those, concerning whom, as 
you remark in your account of Addison, it is 
proper rather to say " nothing that is frilse than 
all that is true.*' 

But the son of Young would almost sooner, I 
know, pass for a Lorenzo, than see himself vindi- 
cated, at the expense of his father's memory, from 
follies which, if it may be thought blamable in a 
boy to have committed them, it is surely praise- 
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worthy in a man to lament, and certainly not only 
unnecessary but cruel in a biographer to record. 

Of the " Night Thoughts/' notwithstanding 
their author's professed retirement, all are in^ 
scribed to great or to growing names. He had 
not yet weaned himself from Earls and Dukes, 
from the Speakers of the House of Commons, 
Lords Commissioners of the Treasury, and Chan- 
cellors of the Exchequer. In ** Night Eight'* the 
politician plainly betrays himself 

Think no post needful that demands a knave : 
When late our civil helm waa shifting hands^ 
So P thought : think better if you can. 

Yet it must be confessed, that at the conclusion of 
"Night Nine,*' weary perhaps of courting earthly 
patrons, he tells his soul, 

Henceforth 
Thy patron he, 4vho6e diadem has dropt 
Yq|i geiQS of Hes^yen ; Ete]*nity thy prize ; 
And leave the racers of the world their own. 

The " Fourth Night*' was addressed by " a 
much-indebted Muse*' to the Honourable Mr. 
Yorke, now Lord Hardwicke ; who meant to have 
laid th^ Mu^e under still greater (^ligation, by 
tlie livinjg of Shenfield in Essex, if it had become 
vacant. 

The ** First Night** concludes with this passage-^ 

Darjk^ though not blind^ like thee^ Meooides ; 
Or Milton^ thee. Ah ! could I reach your stnun ; 
Or his who made Meonides our own ! 
Man too he sung. Imm(H*tal man I ^ing. 
.Oh imd he prest hjbi theme, pursued the track 

y2 



324f roxma 

Which opens out of darkness into day f . 
Oh had he mounted on his wing of fire^ 
Soar'd, where I sink, and sung immortal man — 
How had it blest mankind^ and rescued me ! 

To the author of these lines was dedicsteA^ ia 
1756, the first volume of an '' Essay on the Writ- 
ings and Genius of Pope," which attempted, whe- 
ther justly or not, to pluck from Pope his " Wing 
of Fire,*' and to reduce him to a rank at least one 
degree lower than the first class of English poets* 
If Young accepted and approved the dedication, 
he countenanced this attack upon the fame of him 
whom he invokes as his Muse. 

Part of " paper-sparing" Pope's Third Book of 
the " Odyssey,*' deposited in the Museum, is writ- 
ten upon the back of a letter signed " E.^ Young,'* 
which is clearly the hand-writing of our Young. 
The letter, dated only May the 2d, seems ob- 
scure ; but there can be little doubt that the 
friendship he requests was a literary one, and that 
he had the highest literary opinion of Pope. The 
request was a prologue I am told* 

" Dear sir, May the 2d. 

*^ Having been often from home, I know not if 
, you have done me the favour of calling on me% 
But, be that as it will, I much want that instance 
of your friendship I mentioned in my last j a friend- 
ship I. am very sensible I can receive from no one 
but yourself.^ I should not urge this thing so much 
but for very particular reasons ; nor can you be 
at a loss to conceive how a * trifle of this nature* 
may be of serious moment to me; and wHle 1 
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am in hopes of the great advantage of your advice 
about it, I shall not be so absurd as to make any 
further step without it. I know you are much 
^^g3,ged, and only hope to hear of you at your 
entire leisure. 

I am, sir, your most faithful 

and obedient servant, 

E. Young.'* 

r • 

Nay, even after Pope's death, he says, in " Night 
Seven/* 

Pope^ who could*st make immortals^ art tkou dead ? 

Either the V Essay,'* then, was dedicated to a 
patron who disapproved its doctrine, which I have 
been told by the author was not the case; or 
Young appears, in his old age, to have bartered 
for a dedication an opinion entertained of his friend 
through all that part of life when he must have 
been best able to form opinions. 

From this account of Young, two or three short 
passages, which stand almost together in " Night 
Four,'* should not be excluded. They afford a 
picture, by his own hand, from the study of which 
my readers may choose to form their own opinion 
of the features of his mind and the complexion of 
bis life. 

Ah me ! the dire effect 

Of loitering here^ of death defrauded long; 

Of old so gracious (and let that suffice), 

My very master knonos me not. 

iVe been so long remember*d Fm forgot. * 
* 

When in his courtiers* ears I pour my plaiiit^ 

They drink ^t as the Nectar of the Great ; 

And squeeze my hand^ and beg me cothe to-morrow* 
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♦ 

Twice told the period spent on stubborn Troy, 

Court-£Eivoiir^ yet untaken^ I beside. 

m 

If this song lives^ Posterity shdDl know 
One^ though in Britain bom^ with oourtiexB bred. 
Who thought ey*n gold mi^t corae a day Mo Utte ; " 
Nor on his subtle deaithbed ]^ann*d his scheme 
For fiiture vacancies in church or state. 

Deduct from the writer's age "twice told the period 
spent on stubborn Troy/* and you will still leav^ 
him more than forty when he sate down ta the 
miserable siege of court-favoun He has. before 
told us 

" A fool at forty is a fool indeed.'^ 

After all, the siege seems to have been raised only 
in consequence of what the general thought his 
" deathbed/' 

By these extraordinary poems, written after be 
was sixty, of which I have been led to say so much^ 
I hope, by the wish of doing justice to the living 
and the dead, it was the desire of Young to be 
principally known. He entitled the four volumes 
which he published himself, " The Works of the 
Author of the Night Thoughts." While it is re- 
membered that from these he excluded many of 
his writings, let it not be forgotten, that the re- 
jected pieces contained nothing prejudicial to the 
cause of virtue^ Of of religion. Were every thing 
that Young ever wrote to be published^ he Would 
only appear perhaps in a less respectable light as 
a poet, and more despicable as a dedicator; he 
would not pass for a worse Christian, or for a 
worse man, Thii enviable praise is due to Young, 
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Can it be claimed by every writer ? His dedi- 
cations, after all, he had perhaps no right to sup- 
press. They all, I believe, speak, not a little to 
the credit of his gratitude, of favours received ; 
and I know not whether the author, who has once 
solemnly printed an acknowledgement of a favour, 
should not always print it. 

Is it to the credit or to the discredit of Young, 
as a poet, that of his "Night Thoughts*' the French 
are particularly fond ? 

Of the "Epitaph on Lord Aubrey Beauclerk,'* 
dated 1740, all I know is, that I find it in the late 
body of Engli3h poetry, and that I am sorry to find 
it there. 

Notwithstanding the farewel which he seemed 
tb have taken in the " Night Thoughts** of every 
thin^ which bore the least resemblance to ambition, 
he dipped again in politicks. In 1745 he wrote 
" Reflections on the publick Situation of the King- 
dom, addressed to the Duke of Newcastle;** in- 
dignant, as it appears, to behold 

— a pope-bred Princeling crawl ashore^ 

And whistle cut-throats^ with those swords that scrap'd 

Tl^eir barren rocks for wretched sustenance^ 

To cut his passage to the British throne. 

This political poem might be called a "Night 
Thought.** Indeed it was originally printed as thp 
conclusion of the " Night Thoughts,** though he 
did not gather it with his other works. 

Prefixed to the second edition of Howe's " Di^- 
vout Meditations** is a Letter from Young, date^ 
January 19, 1752, addressed to Archibald Macauj^, 
£sq., thanking him for the book, which he. eays 
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" he shall never lay far out of his reach ; for a 
greater demonstration of a sound head and s 
sincere heart he never saw.** 

In 1753, when « The Brothers*^ had laid by him 
above thirty years, it appeared upon the stage. If 
any part of his fortune had been acquired by ser- 
vility of adulation, he now determined to deduct 
from it no inconsiderable sum, as a gift to the 
Society for the Propagation of the Gospel. To 
this sum he hoped the profits of ^* The Brothers** 
would amount. In his calculation he was de- 
ceived ; but by the bad success of his play the 
society was not a loser. The authdf made up the 
sum he originally intended, which was a thousand 
pounds, from his own pocket. 

The next performance which he printed was a 
prose publication, entituled, ^* The Centaur not 
fabulous, in six Letters to a Friend on the life in 
Vogue." The conclusion is dated November 89, 
' 1754. In the third letter is described the death- 
bed of the ** gay, young, noble, ingenious, ac- 
complished, and most wretched Altamont.'* His 
last words were — " My principles have poisoned 
my friend, my extravagance has beggared my boy, 
my unkindness has murdered my wife!" Either 
Altamont and Lorenzo were the twin production 
of fancy, or Young was unlucky enough to know 
two characters who bore no little resemblance to 
each other in perfection of wickedness. Report 
has been accustomed to call Altamont Lord Euston. 

" The Old Man's Relapse,** occasioned by an 
Epistle to Walpole, if written by Young, which I 
much doubt, must have been written very late, iu 
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life. It has been seen, I am told, in a Miscellany 
published thirty years before his death, In 1758, 
he exhibited " The Old Man's Relapse" in more 
than words, by again becoming a dedicator, and 
publishing a sermon addressed to the king. 

The lively letter in prose, on " Original Com- 
position/' addressed to Richardson, the author of 
Clarissa, appeared in 1759. Though he despairs 
^ of breaking through the fro2:en obstructions of 
age and care's incumbent cloud, into that flow of 
thought and brightness of expression which sub- 
jjBcts so polite require ;" yet it is more like the 
production of untamed, unbridled youth, than of 
jaded fourscore. Some sevenfold volumes put him 
in mind of Ovid's sevenfold channels of the Nile 
at the conflagration : — 



ostia septem 

Pulverulenta vocant^ septem sine flumine valles. 

Such leaden labours are like Lycurgus's iron 
money, which was so much less in value than in 
bulk, that it required barns for strong boxes, and 
a yoke of oxen to draw five 4iundred pounds. 

If there is a famine of invention in the land, we 
must travel, he says, like Joseph*s brethren, far for 
food ; we must visit the remote and rich ancients. 
But an inventive genius may safely stay at home ; 
that, like the widow^s cruise, is divinely replenished 
from within, and affords us a miraculous delight. 
He asks why it should seem altogether impossible^ 
that Heaven's latest editions of the human mind 
may be the most correct and fair ? And Jonson^ 
he tells us, was very learned, as Sampson was very 
strong, to his own hurt. Blind to the nature of 
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tragedy, he pulled down all antiquity on his head, 
and buried himself under it. 

Is this " care's incumbent cloud," or " the frozen 
obstructions of age?" 

In this letter Pope is severely censured for his 
"fall from Homer's numbers, free as air, lofty and 
harmonious as the spheres, into childish shackles 
and tinkling sounds; for putting Achilles into 
petticoats a second time : " but we arc told that 
the dying swan talked over an epic plan with Young 
a few weeks before his decease. 

Young's chief inducement to write this letter 
was, as he confesses, that he might erect a monu- 
mental marble to the memory of an old friend. He, 
who employed his pious pen for almost the last 
time in thus doing justice to the exemplary death- 
bed of Addison, might probably, at the close of 
his own life, afford no unuseful lesson for the deaths 
of others. 

In the postscript, he writes .to Richardson, that 
he will see in his next how far Addison is an ori- 
ginal. But no other letter appears. 

The few lines which stand in the last edition, as 
" sent by Lord Melcombe to Dr. Young, not long 
before his Lordship's death," were indeed so sent, 
but were only an introduction to what was there 
meant by " The Muse's latest Spark." The poem 
is necessary, whatever may be its merit, since the 
Preface to it is already printed. Lord Melcombe 
called his Tusculum " La Trappe." 

" LoTe thy country, wish it well. 

Not with too intense a care, 
'Tis enough, that, when it fell. 

Thou its ruin didst not share. 
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Envy's censure^ Flattery's praise^ 

With luunaved indiffisreoceviev; 
Learn to tread life's danger mis maze^ 

With unerring Virtue's clue. 

Void of strong desire and fear^ 
Life's void ocean trust no more ; 
. Strive thy little bark to steer 

With the tide, but near the shore. ► 

Thus prepared, thy shortened sail 
Shall, whene'er the winds increase, 

Sozing eaeh pro^^tidus gale. 
Waft thee to the Port of Peace. 

Keep thy conscience from offence. 

And tempestuoos passions free. 
So, when thou iEu*t call'd from hence> 

Easy shall thy passage be ; 

Easy shall thy passage be. 

Cheerful thy alh)tted stay. 
Short the account 'twixt God and thee : 

Hope shall meet thee on the way: 

Truth shall lead thee to the gate, 

Mercy's self shall let thee in. 
Where its never*cianging state 

FtiH perfection shall begin." 

The poem was accompanied by a letter. 

" La Trappe, the Tlth of October, I76I. 

** Dear Sir, 
" You seemed to like the ode I sent you for 
your amusement j I now send it you as a present. 
If you please to accept of it, and are willing that 
our friendship should be known when we are gone, 
you will be pleased to leave this among those of 
your own papers that may possibly see the light by 
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a posthumous publication. God send us health 
Hyhile we stay, and an easy journey! 

" My dear Dr. Young, 

** Yours, most cordially, 

** Melcombe." 

In 1762, a short time before his death, Young 
published *^ Resignation.'* Notwithstanding the 
manner in which it was really forced from him by 
the world, criticism has treated it with no common 
severity. If it shall be thought not to deserve the 
highest praise, on the other side of fourscore, by 
whom, except by Newton and by Waller, has praise 
been merited? 

To Mrs. Montagu, the famous champion of 
Shakspeare, I am indebted for the history of " Re- 
signation.** Observing that Mrs. Boscawen, in 
the midst of her grief for the loss of the admiral, 
derived consolation from the perusal of the " Night 
Thoughts,** Mrs. Montagu proposed a visit to the 
author. From conversing with Young, Mrs. Bos- 
cawen derived still further consolation ; and to that 
visit she and the world were indebted for this poem. 
It compliments Mrs. Montagu in the following 
lines : 

Yet write I must. A lady sues : 

How shameful her request ! 
My brain in labour with dull rhyme. 

Hers teeming with the best ! 

^nd again — 

And friend you have, and I the same. 

Whose prudent, soft address 
Will bring to life those healing thoughts 

Which died in your diatress. 
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That friend^ the spirit of my theme 

Extracting for your ease. 
Will leave to me the dreg, in thoughts 

Too common ; such as these. 

By the same lady I was enabled to say^ in her 
own words, that Young's unbounded genius ap- 
peared to greater advantage in the companion than 
^ven in the author ; that the Christian was in him 
a character still more inspired, more enraptured, 
more sublime, than the poet j and that, in his 
ordinary conversation, 

letting down the golden chain from high, " 

He drew his audience upward to the sky. 

Notwithstanding Young had said, in his " Con- 
jectures on Original Composition,'* that " blank 
verse is verse unfallen, uncurst ; verse reclaimed, 
re-enthroned in the true language of the gods;'* 
notwithstanding he administered consolation to his 
own grief in this immortal language, Mrs. Bos- 
cawen was comforted in rhyme. 

While the poet and the Christian were applying 
this comfort. Young had himself occasion for com- 
fort, in consequence of the sudden death of Rich- 
ardson, who was printing the former part of the 
poem. Of Richardson's death he says. 

When Heaven would kindly set us free. 

And earth's enchantment end; 
It takes the most effectual means. 

And robs us of a friend. 

To " Resignation" was prefixed an apology for 
its appearance : to which more credit is due than 
to the generality of such apologies, from Young's 
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unusual anxiety that no more productions of his 
old age should disgrace his fonner fame. In his 
will, dated February I76O, he desires of his ex- 
ecutors, in a particular manner, that all his manu- 
script books and writings, whatever, might be 
burned, exc^ept his book of accounts. 

In September I764, he added a kind of codicil, 
wherein he made it his dying entreaty to his house- 
keeper, to whom he left .^1000, " that all his ma- 
nuscripts might be destroyed as soon as he was 
dead, which would greatly oblige her deceased 
friend.** 

It may teach mankind the tmcertainty of worldly 
friendships, to know that Young, either by sur- 
viving those he loved, or by outliving their affec- 
tions, could only recollect the names of two Jriends, 
his housekeeper and a hatter, to mention in his 
will ; and it may serve to repress that testamentary 
pride, which too often seeks for sounding names 
and titles, to be informed that the author of the 
" Night Thoughts'' did not blush to leave a legacy 
to his " friend Henry Stevens, a hatter at the 
Temple-gate.^ Of these two remaining friends, 
one went before Young. But, at eighty-four, 
" where,'* as he asks in The Centaury " is that 
world into which we were born ?'* 

The same humility which marked a hatter and 
a housekeeper for the friends of the author of the 
** Night Thoughts," had before bestowed the same 
title on his footman, in an epitaph in his " Church- 
yard" upon James Baker, dated 1749 ; which I am 
glad to find in the late collection of his works. 

Young and his housekeeper were ridiculed, with 
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moi-e ill-nature than wit, in a kind of novel pub- 
lished by Kidgell in 1755, called " The Card," 
under the names of Dr. Elwes and Mrs. Fusby. 

In April 1765, at an age to which few^attain, a 
period was put to the life of Young* 

He had performed no duty for three or four 
years, but he retained his intellects to the last. 

Much is told in the " Biographia,'* which I know 
not to have been true, of the manner of his burial ; 
of the master and children of a charity-school, 
which he founded in his parish, who neglected to 
attend their benefactor's corpse ; and a bell which 
was not caused to toll as often as upon those oc- 
casions bells usually toll. Had that humanity, 
which is here lavished upon things of little conse- 
quence either to the living or to the de^d, been 
shown in its proper place to the living, I should 
have had less to say about Lorenzo. They who 
lament that these misfortunes happened to Young, 
forget the praise he bestows upon Socrates, in the 
Preface to "Night Seven," for resenting his friend's 
request abput his funeral. 

During some part of his life Young was abroad, 
but I have not been able to learn any particulars. 

In his seventh Satire he says. 

When, after battle, I the field have seen 

Spread o'er with ghastly shapes which once were men. 

It is known also, that from this or from some 
other field he once wandered into the camp with 
a classick in his hand, which he was reading in- 
tently ; and had some difficulty to prove that he 
was only an absent poet, and not a spy. 
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The curious reader of Young's liftsTvill naturally 
inquire to what it was owing, that though he lived* 
almost forty years after he took orders, which in- 
cluded one whole reign uncommonly long, and part 
of another, he was never thought worthy of the 
least preferment. The author of the " Night 
Thoughts" ended his days upon a living which 
came to him from his college without any favour, 
and to which he probably had ah eye when he 
determined on the church. To satisfy curiosity of 
this kind is, at this distance of time, far from easy. 
Tlie parties themselves know not often, at the 
instant, why they are neglected, or why they are 
preferred. The neglect of Young is by some 
ascribed to his having attached himself to thePrince 
of Wales, and to his having preached an offensive 
sermon at St. James's. It has been told me that 
hie had two hundred a year in the late reign, by 
the patronage of Walpole ; and that, whenever any 
one reminded the king of Young, the only answer 
was, " he has a pension.** All the light thrown 
on this inquiry, by the following letter from Seeker, 
only serves to show at what a late period of life the 
author of the " Night Thoughts** solicited prefer- 
ment: 

« Deanery of St Paul's, July 8, 1758. 

« Good Dr. Young, 

" I have long wondered, that more suitable 
notice of your great merit hath not been taken by 
persons in power. But how to remedy the omission * 
I see not. No encouragement hath ever been giveu 
me to mention things of this nature to his majesty. 
And therefore, in all likelihood, the only conse- 
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quence of doing it would be weakening the little 
influence which else I may possibly have on some 
other occasions. Your fortune and your reputa- 
tion set you above the need of advancement j and 
your sentiments, above that concern for it, on your 
own account, which, on that of the public, is sin- 
cerely felt by 

" Your loving Brother, 

" Tho. Cant." 

At last, at the age of fourscore, he was ap- 
pointed, in 1761, Clerk of the Closet to the Princess 
Dowager. 

One obstacle must have stood not a little in the 
way of that preferment after which his whole life 
seems to have panted. Though he took orders, 
he never entirely shook off politicks. He was al- 
ways the lion of his master Milton, " pawing to 
get free his hinder parts.*' By this conduct^ if he 
gained some friends, he made many enemies. 

Again : Young was a poet ; and again, with 
reverence be it spoken, poets by profession do not 
always make the best clergymen. If the author of 
the " Night Thoughts'* composed many sermons, 
he did not oblige the publick with many. 

Besides, in the latter part of his life. Young was 
fond of holding himself out for a man retired from 
the world. But he seemed to have forgotten that 
l^e same verse which contains " c^litus meorum/* 
contains abo ^* obliviscendus et illis.'* The brittle 
chain of worldly friendship and patronage is)N:qkea 
aa effectually, when one goes beyoo^ the length of 
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it, as when the other does. To the vessel which is 
sailing from the shore, it only appears that the 
shore also recedes ; in life it is truly thus. He who 
retires from the world will find himself, in reality, 
deserted as fast, if not faster, by the world. The 
publick is not to be treated as the coxcomb treats 
his mistress ; to be threatened with desertion, in 
order to increase fondness. 

Young seems to have been taken at his word. 
Notwithstanding his frequent complaints of being 
n^lected, no hand was reached out to pull him 
from that retirement of which he declared himself 
enamoured. Alexander assigned no palace for the 
residence of Diogenes, who boasted his surly sa- 
tisfaction with his tub. 

Of the domestick manners and petty habits <^ 
the author of the " Night Thoughts,** I hoped to 
have given you an account from the best authority; 
but who shall dare to say. To-morrow I will be 
wise or virtuous, or to-morrow I will do a particular 
thing? Upon inquiring for his housekeeper, I 
learned that she was buried two days before I 
reached the town of her abode. 

In a letter from Tscharner, a noble foreigner, to 
Count Haller, Tscharner says, he has lately spent 
four days with Young at Welwyn, where the author 
tastes aJl the ease and pleasure mankind can desire. 
" Every thing about him shows the man, each in- 
dividual being placed by rule. All is neat with- 
out art. He is very pleasant in conversation, and 
extremely polite.** 

This, and more, may possibly be true; but 



Tschamer's was a first visil, a visit of curiosity 
and admiration, and a visit:wllich the author ex-» 
pected. 

Of Edward Young an anecdote which wanders 
among readers is not true, that he was Fielding's 
Parson Adams. The original of that famous paint* 
ing was William Young, who was a clergyman. He 
supported an uncomfortable existence by trans- 
lating for the booksellers from Greek ; and, if he 
did not seem to be his own friend, was at least no 
man's enemy. Yet the facility with which this 
report has gained belief in the world argues, were 
it not sufficiently known, that the author of the 
" Night Thoughts" bore some resemblance to 
Adams. 

The attention which Young bestowed upon the 
perusal of books is not unworthy imitation. When 
any passage pleased him, he appears to have folded 
down the leaf. On these passages he bestowed a 
second reading. But the labours of man $tte too 
frequently vain. Before he returned to much of 
what he Jbad once approved, he died. Many of 
his boqks, which I have seen, afe by those notes 
of approbation so swelled beyond their real bulk, 
that they will hardly shut. 

What though we wade in wealthy or soar in £une ! 
Earth's highest station ends in Here he lies / 
And dust to dust concludes her noblest song ! 

The author of these lines is not without his Hie 

By the good souse of his son, it contacts uofne :€f 
that praise which no marble con make the b*d or 
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the foolish merit ; which, without the directiott of 
stone or a turf, will find its way, sooner or later, 
to the deserving. 

M.S. 

Optimi parentis 

Edwardi Young, LL. D. 

Hujus Ecclesiffi rect. 

£t Elizabethse 

fiem. pnenob. 

CoDJugis ejus amantissiiQe 

Pio & gratisdfDO animo 

Hoc marmor posuit 

F. Y. 

Filius superttea* 

Is it not strange that the author of the " Night 
Thoughts" has inscribed no monument to the 
memory of his lamented wife ? Yet, what marble 
will endure as long as the poems ? 

Such, my good friend, is the account which I 
have been able to collect of the great Young. 
That it may be long before any thing like what I 
have just transcribed be necessary for you, is the 
sincere wish of. 

Dear Sir, 
Your greatly obliged Friend, 

Herbert Croft, Jun. 

Lincoln's Inn, 
Sept. 1780. 

P. S. This account of Young was seen by you in 
manuscript, you know, sir; and, though I could 
not prevail on you to make any alteration, you 
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insisted on striking out one passage, because it 
said, that, if I did not wish you to live long for 
your sake, I did for the sake of myself and of the 
world. But this postscript you will not see before 
the printing of it ; and I will say here, in spite of 
you, how I feel myself honoured and bettered by 
your friendship ; and that, if I do credit to the 
church, after which I always longed, and for which 
I am now going to give in exchange the bar, 
though not at so late a period of life as Young 
took orders, it will be owing, in no small measure, 
to my having had the happiness of calling the au- 
thor of " The Rambler*' my friend. 

H. a 

Oxford^ 
Oct. 1782. 
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OF Young^s Poems it is difficult to give any 
general character; for he has no unrforimty of 
manner: one of his pieces has no great resem- 
blance to another. He began to write early, and 
continued long ; and at different times had dif- 
ferent modes of poetical excellence in view. His 
numbers are sometimes smooth, and sometimes 
rugged ; his style is sometimes concatenated, and 
sometimes abrupt; sometimes difiusive, and some- 
times concise. His plan seems to have started in 
his mind at the present moment ; and his thoughts 
appear the effect of chance, sometimes adverse, 
and sometimes lucky, with very little operation of 
judgement. 

He was not one of those writers whom expe- 
rience improves, and who, observing their own 
faults, become gradually correct. His poem on 
the " Last Day,** his first great performance, has 
an equability and propriety, which he afterwards 
either never endeavoured or never attained. Many 
paragraphs are noble, and few are mean, yet the 
whole is languid ; the plan is too much extended, 
and a succession of images divides and weakens 
the general conception ; but the great reason why 
the reader is disappointed, is, that the thought of 
the Last Day makes every man more than poetical 
by spreading over his mind a general obscurity of 
sacred horror, that oppresses distinction, and dis- 
dains expression. 

His story of " Jane Grey** was never popular. 
It is written with elegance enough ; but Jane is 
too heroick to be pitied. 
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The " Universal Passion'* is indeed a very gr^it 
{^rformance. It is said to be a series of epigrams : 
but, if it be, it is what the author intended: his 
endeavour was at the production of striking distichs 
and pointed sentences ; and his* distichs have the 
weight of solid sentiments, and his points the 
sharpness of resisdess truth. 

His characters are often selected with discern* 
ment, and drawn with nicety ; his illustrations are 
(^en happy, and his reflections often just. His 
species of satire is between those of Horace and 
Juvenal ; and he has the gaiety of Horace with- 
out his laxity of numbers, and the morality of 
Juvenal with greater variation of images. He 
plays, indeed, only on the surface of life ; he never 
penetrates the recesses of the mind, and therefore 
the whde power of his poetry is exhausted by a 
single perusal ; his conceits please only when they 
surprise. 

To translate he never condescended, unless his 
*^ Paraphrase on Job" may be considered as a 
version : in which he has not, I think, b^^n un- 
successful } he indeed & voured himself, by choosing 
t^e parts which mQSt easily admit the ornaments 
of English poetry. 

He had leiast success in his lyrick attempts, in 
wbich he seems to have been under some malig- 
uant influence : he is always labouring to be great, 
add at last is only tur^d. 

In his "Night Thoughts** he has exhibited a 
very wide display of original poetry, variega^ 
with deep reflections and strilfing allusions, a 
wijidemess of tho^glit, in which tiie fertility joi 
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fancy scatters flowers of every hue and of every 
odour. This is one of the few poems in which 
blank verse could not be changed for rhyme but 
with disadvantage. The wild difiusion of the 
sentiments, and the digressive sallies of imagina- 
tion, would have been compressed and restrained 
by confinement to rhyme. The excellence of thia 
work is not exactness but copiousness ; particular 
lines are not to be regarded ; the power is in the 
whole; and in. the whole there is a magnificence, 
like that ascribed to Chinese plantation, the mag- 
nificence of vast extent and endless diversity. 

His last poem was the ^^Resignation ;" in which 
he made, as he was accustomed, an experiment of 
a new mode of writing, and succeeded better than 
in his " Ocean" or his " Merchant.** It was very 
falsely represented as a proof of decaying faculties. 
There is Young in every stanza, such as he often 
was in the highest vigour. 

His tragedies, not making part of the cdlecti(»i, 
I had forgotten, till Mr. Stevens recalled them to 
my thoughts, by remarking, that he seemed to have 
one favourite catastrophe, as his three plays all 
concluded with lavish suicide ; a method by whiqh, 
as Dryden remarked, a poet easily rids his scene 
of persons whom he wants not to keep alive. In 
" Busiris'* thete are the greatest ebullitions o£ 
imagination : but the pride of Busiris is such as no 
other man can have, and the whole is too remote 
from known life to raise either grief, terror, or in- 
dignation. The " Revenge** approaches much 
nearer to human practices and manners, and there- 
fore keeps possession of the stage : the first design 
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the incidents, and the diction, are origihkl. The 
moral observations are so introduced, and so ex- 
pressed, as to have all the novelty that can be 
required. Of " The Brothers" I may be allowed 
t6 ^ay nothing, since nothing was ever said of it 
by the piiblick. 

It must be allowed of Young's poetry, that it 
abounds in thought, but witbout miich accuracy 
or selection. When he lays hold of an illustration, 
he pursues it beyond expectation, sometimes hap- 
pily, as in his parallel of Quicksilver with Pkasure, 
which I have heard repeated with approbation by 
a lady, of whose praise he would have been justly 
proud, and which is very ingenious, very subtle, 
and almost exact ; but sometimes he is less lucky, 
as wlien, in his " Night Thoughts,*' having it 
dropped into his mind, that the orbs, floating in 
space, might be called the cluster of creation, he 
thinks of a cluster 6f grapes, and says, that they 
all hang on the great vine, drinking the " nec- 
tareous juice of immortal life." 

His conceits are sometimes yet less valuable. 
In the " Last Day" he hopes to illustrate the re- 
itssembly of the atoms that compose the human 
body at the " Trump of Doom" by the collection 
of bees into a swarm at the tinkling of a pan. 

The Prophet says of Tyre, that "her merchants 
are princes." Young says of Tyre in his *' Mer- 
diant," 

Her merchants princes^ and each deck a throne. 

Let burlesque try to go beyond him. 



He bfia the trick of joimog tl^e tUrgid and &- 
miliar : to buy the alliance of Britain, '^ Climes 
were paid down/' Antithesis is his favourite^ 
** They for kindness hate :'* and " because she's 
right, she's ever in the wrong/' 

His versification is his own ; neither his blank 
nor his rhyming lines have any resemblance to 
those of former writer3 j he picks up naheinistichs, 
be copies no favourite expressions } he seems to 
have laid up no stores of thought or diction, but 
to owe all to the fortuitous suggestions of the pre- 
sent moment. Yet I have reason to believe that, 
when once he had formed a new design, he then 
laboured it with very patient industry ;. and that 
he composed with great labour, and frequent re- 
visions. 

His verses are formed by no certain model ; h^ 
is no more like himself in his different productions 
than he is like others* He seems never to have 
studied prosody, nor to have had any direction 
but from his own ear. But with all bis defi^cts, 
he was a man of genius and a poet. 
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Of DAVID MALLET, haviiig no written me. 
morial, I am able to give no other accoimt than 
such as is supplied by the unauthorised loquacity 
of common fame, and a very slight personal 
knowledge. 

He was by his original one erf the MMCgtegOTB^ 
a clan that became, about sixty years ago, undier 
the conduct of Robin Boy, so formidable and to 
infamous for violence and rc^hery, that the name 
was annulled by a legal aboHtion^ and when they 
were all to denominate themselves anew, Ae father, 
I suppose, of this author, called himsrif Mallodu 

David Malloch was, l^ the penuiy of bisparents, 
compelled to be Jamtor of the High School at 
Edinburgh ; a mean office, of whidi he did not 
i^rwards delight to heat. But he surmounted 
the disadvantages of his birth and fortune; fov, 
when the Duke of Montrose applied to the College 
of Edinburgh for a tutor to educate his sons, Mal- 
loch was recommended ; and I never heard that 
he dishonoured his credentials. 

When his pupils were sent to see the woddf 
they were intrusted to his care ; and, having con- 
ducted them round the common circle of mAdxih 
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travels, he returned with them to London, where, 
by the influence of the family in which he resided, 
he naturally gained admission to many persons of 
the highest rank, and the highest character, to wits, 
nol>les, and statesmen. 

Of his works, I know not whether I can trace 
the series. His first production was " William and 
Margaret*;*' of which, though it contains nothing 
very striking or difficult, he has been envied the re- 
putation ; and plagiarism has been boldly charged, 
hut never proved. 

Not long afterwards he published the "Ex- 
cursion" (1728) ; a desultory and capricious view 
of such scenes of Nature as his fancy led him, or 
his knowledge enabled him, to describe. It is not 
devoid of poetical spirit. Many of his images are 
striking, and many of the paragraphs are elegattt. 
The cast of diction seems to be copied from 
Thomson, whose " Seasons*' were then in th^ 
full blossom of reputati<Ki. He has Thomson's 
beauties and his faults*^ 

His poem on <^ Verbal Criticism" (1753) was 
written to pay court to Pope, on a subject which 
he diher did not understand, or willingly tmsiie- 
pieBe&tedi and is: little %a&te thati an imptn^fa^ 
ment, or rather expansion, of a^ fragiseilft^wllidi 
Pope printed in a miscellany long before he ttt^ 
gissfted it into a regular poem. > There is in tlii(i 
p]£)ce«more pertnessstban wit, and 0^re coMfidisiice 

HiU^s'^^ Plaia Dealer/* No. 36, July 24, 1724. In its ^rmi^^ 
istate it ^as'v^ry different from wliat it is in the last edition of 

'Ki«^^o*s:^^ i*^ j^^ ''^^^ '^^ ' ' ^ ' ■ -' '^ ^-^' ^" 
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than knowledge. The versification is tolerable, 
nor can criticism allow it a higher praise. 

His first tragedy was " Eurydice," acted atDrury 
Lane in 1731 ; of which I know not the reception 
nor the merit, but have heard it mentioned as a 
mean performance. He was not then too high to 
accept a prologue and epilogue from Aaron Hill, 
neither of which can be much commended. 

Having cleared his tongue from his native pro- 
nunciation so as to be no longer distinguished as 
a Scot, he seems inclined to disencumber himself 
from all adherences of his original, and took upon 
bim to change his name from Scotch Mattock to 
English MaUett without any imaginable reason of 
pire^erence which the eye or ear can discover. 
What other proofs he gave of disrespect to his 
native country^ I know not ; but it was remarked 
of him, that he was the only Scot whom Scotch- 
mea did not commend. 

About this time Pope, whom he visited fami- 
liarly, published his " Essay on Man," but con- 
cealed the author ; and, when Mallet entered one 
day. Pope asked him slightly what there was new* 
Mallet told him, that the newest piece was some^ 
thing called aa ^^ Essay on Man,'' which he bad 
itispectediidly, and seeing the utter insdulity of 
the author, who had neither skill in writing nor 
knowledge of the subject, had tossed it away^ 
Pope, to punish his . self^ooonceit^ told hitn the 
secret. 

A new edition of the works of Bacon being pre- 
pared (I75O) for the press. Mallet was employed 
to prefix a Life, which he has written with ele^ 
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ganbe, perhaps with some afiectation ; but with so 
much more knowledge of hirtory than of science, 
that, when he afterwards imdertook the Life of 
Marlborough, Warburton remarked, that he might 
perhiqis forget that Mariborough was a general, as 
lie had ibi^gotteii that Bacon was a philosopher. 

When the Prince of Wales was driven from the 
palace, and, setting himself at the head of the 
opposition, kept a separate court, he endeavoured 
to increase his popularity by the patronage of 
literature, and made Mallet his under-secretary, 
with a salary of two hundred pounds a year; 
Thomson likewise had a pension; and they w^e 
associated in the composition of ** The Masque of 
Alfred,'^ which in its original state was played at 
Clie£ien in 1740 ; it was afterwards almost wludly 
changed by Mallet, and brought upon the stage at 
Drury Lane in 1751, but with no great success. 

Mallet, in a familiar conversation with Garrick, 
discoursing of the diligence which he was then 
exerting upon the *♦ Life of Marlborough," let 
him know, that, in the series of great men quickly 
to be exhibited, he should^findaniche £»r the hero 
of the theatre. Garrick professed to woider by 
what alrtifice he could be introduced : but Mallet 
let him know, that, by a dexterous anticipation, 
he should fix him in a conspicuous place, ^f Mri 
Mallet,*' say» Gai?rick, in his gratitude of exulta^ 
tion, " have you left ioff to write ibit the stage ?^* 
Mallet then confessed that he had a drama iui his 
hands4 Garrick. promised to act it y <and '^ Alfred'' 
was pifoduced. 
The long TOtaidation of the life-otthe Duke of 
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little confidence can be placed on posthumous re- 
nown. When he died, it was soon determined that 
his story should be delivered to posterity ; and the 
papers supposed to contain the necessary informa- 
tion were delivered to Lord Molesworth, who 
had been his favourite in Flanders. When Mdies* 
worth died, the same papers were transferred with 
the same design to Sir Richard Steele, who, in 
some of his exigencies, put them in pawn. They 
r^natc^ with the old duchess, who in her wiU 
assigned the task to Glover and Mdlet, with a 
reward of a thousand pounds, and a prohibition to 
insert any versfes. Glover rgected, I suppose, 
with disdain, the legacy, and devolved the whole 
work upon Mallet ; who had from the late Duke 
of Marlborough a pension to promote his industry, 
and who talked of the discoveries which he had 
made; but left not, when he died, any historical 
labours behind him. 

While he was in the Prince's service he published 
** Mustapha,*' with a Prologue by Thomson, not 
mean, but far inferiorto that which he had received 
from Mallet, for " Agamemnon." The Epilogue, 
said to be written by a friend, was compcHsed in 
haste by Mallet, in the place of one promised, 
which was never given. This tragedy was dedi^ 
cated to the Prince his master. It was acted at 
Dmry Lane in 1739, and was wdl received, but 
Was never revived. 

In 1740> he produced, as has been already men- 
tioned, " The Masque of Alfred,*' in conjuncdon 
with Thomson. 
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For some time afterwards he lay at rest. After 
a long interval, his next work was " Amyntor and 
Theodora" (174f7)f a long story in blank verse ; 
in which it cannot be denied that there is copious- 
ness and elegance of language, -vigour of senti- 
ment, and imagery well adapted to take possession 
of the fancy. But it is blank verse. This he sold 
to Vaillant for one hundred and twenty pounds. 
The first sale was not great, and it is now lost in 
forgetfulness. 

Mallety by address or accident, perhaps by his 
dependence on the Prince, found his way to Bo- 
lingbroke, a man whose pride and petulance made 
his kindness difficult to gain, or keep, and whom 
Mallet was content to court by an act, which, I 
hope, was unwillingly performed. When it was 
found that Pope had clandestinely printed an un- 
authorised pamphlet called the " Patriot King,'* 
Bolingbroke, in a fit of useless fury, resolved to 
blast his memory, and employed Mallet (17*9) as 
the executioner of his vengeance. Mallet had not 
virtue, or had not spirit, to refuse the office ; and 
was rewarded, not long after, with the legacy <rf 
Lord Bolingbroke's works. 

Mfuay of the political pieces had been written 
during the oppositimi to Wa}po}e, and gives to 
Franklin, as he supposed, in perpetuity. TboM, 
among the rest, were claimed by tibe wilL Tbe 
question was referred to arbitrators; bnt, when 
they decided against Mallet, he refused to yieUl 
to the award; ^d, by the help of Millar the book- 
seller, publisbed all that he could find, but with 
success very much below his expectetion. 
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In 1755, his masque of " Britannia*' was acted 
at Drury Lane ; and his tragedy of " Elvira** in 
1763 ; in which year he was appointed keeper of 
the book of entries for ships in the port of London. 

In the beginning of the last war, when the nation 
was exasperated by ill success, he was employed 
to turn the publick vengeance upon Byng, and 
wrote a letter of accusation under the character of 
a " Plain Man.*' The paper was with great in- 
dustry circulated and dispersed ; and he, for his 
seasonable intervention, had a considerable pension 
bestowed upon him, which heretained to his deatii. 

Towards the end of his life he went with his 
wife to France; but after a while, finding his 
health declining, he returned alone to England, 
and died in April, I765. 

He was twice married, and by his first wife had 
several children. One daughter, who married an 
Italian of rank named Cilesia, wrote a tragedy 
called " Almida,'' which was acted at Drury Lane. 
His second wife was the daughter of a nobleman's 
steward, who had a considerable fortune, which 
she took care to retain in her own hands. 

His stature was diminutive, but he was regularly 
formed; his appearance, till he grew corpulent, 
was agreeable, and he suffered it to want no. le^ 
c(»]^Bendation that dress could give it. His con- 
veissation was elegimt smd ea&y. The rest of his 
cluiisicter Qiay, without injury to hia memtio-y, sink 
intoiulence. 

As a writer, he CB.nB0t be placed in a^yhigh^, 
cla$s. There is no species of composition 113. whkih , 
he was enunemt. His dramas bad their day, a 
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short day 9 and are forgotten : his blank verse seems 
to my ear the echo of Thomson. His " life of 
Bacon'' is known, as it is appended to Bacon's 
volumes, but is no longer mentioned. His works 
are such as a writer, bustling in the world, showing 
himself in publick, and emerging occasionally from 
time to time into notice, might keep alive by his 
personal influence; but which, conveying little 
information, and giving no great pleasure, must 
soon give way, as the succesaon of things pro- 
duces new topicks of conversation and other 
modes of amusement. 
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A K E N S I D E. 



Mark AKENSIDE was born on the 9th of 
November, 1721, at Newcastle-upon-Tyne. His 
father Mark was a bytcher, of the Presbyterian 
sect ; his mother's name was Mary Lumsden. He 
received the first part of his education at the 
grammar-school of Newcastle ; and was afterwards 
instructed by Mr. Wilson, who kept a private 
academy. 

At the age of eighteen he was sent to Edinburgh, 
that he might qualify himself for the office of a dis- 
senting minister, and received some assistance from 
the fund which the dissenters employ in educating 
young men of scanty fortune. But a wider view 
of the world opened other scenes, and prompted 
other hopes : he determined to study physick, and 
repaid that contribution, which being received for 
a different purpose, he justly thought it dishonour- 
able to retain. 

Whether, when he resolved not to be a dis- 
senting minister, he ceased to fee a dissenter, I 
know not. He certainly retained an unnecessary 
and outrageous zeal for what he called and thought 
liberty > a zeal which sometimes disguises from the 
world, and not rarely from the mind which it 
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possesses, an envious desire of plundering wealth 
or degrading greatness^ and of which the imme- 
diate tendency is innovation and anarchy, an im- 
petuous eagerness to subvert and coqfound, with 
very little care what sbsJl be established. 

Akenside was one of those poets who have felt 
very early the motions of genius, aud one of those 
students who have very early stored tljeir memories 
with sentiments and images. Many of his per- 
formances were produced in his youth ;^nd his 
greatest work, " The Pleasures of Imagination,*' 
appeared in 1744, I have heard Dodsley, by whom 
it was published, relate, that when the copy was 
offered him, the price demanded for it, which was 
an hundred and twenty pounds, being such as he 
was not inclined to give precipitately, he carried 
the work to Pope, who, having looked into it, ad- 
vised him not to make a niggardly offer : for ** this 
was no every-day writer." 

In X741 he went to Leyden, in pursuit of me- 
dical knowledge ; and three years afterwards (May 
16, l74Af) became doctor of physick, having, ac- 
cording to the custom of the Dutch Universities, 
published a thesis or dissertation. The subject 
which he chose was " T^e Original and (Jrowth of 
the Human Foetus j" m which he is said to |iave 
departed, with great judgement, from the opinion 
then established, and to have delivered that wliich 
has been since confirmed and received. 

Akenside was a young njan, warm with every 
notion that by nature or accident had been con- 
nected with the sound of liberty, and, by an ec- 
centricity which such dispositions do not easily 



AKENSIDE. , 357 

avoid, a lover of contradiction-, and no friend to 
any thing established. He adopted Shaftesbury's 
foolish assertion of the eflScacy of ridicule for the 
discovery of truth. For this he was attacked by 
Warburton, and defended by Dyson : Warburton 
afterwards reprinted his remarks at the end of his 
dedication to the Freethinkers. 

The result of all the arguments, which have 
been produced in a long and eager discussion of 
this idle question, may easily be collected. If 
ridicule be applied to any position as the test of 
truth, it will then become 2^ question whether such 
ridicule be just ; and this can only be decided by 
the application of truth, as the test of ridicule. 
Two men, fearing, one a real arid the other a 
fancied danger, will be for a while equally exposed 
to the inevitable consequences of cowardice, con- 
temptuous censure, and ludicrous representation ; 
and the true state of both cases must be known, 
before it can be decided whose terror is rational, 
and whose is ridiculous; who is to be pitied, and 
who to be despised. Both are for a while equally 
exposed to laughter, but both are not therefore 
equally contemptible. 

In the revisal of his poem, though he died before 
he had finished it, he omitted the tines which had 
given* occasion to Warburton's objections. 

He published, soon after his return from Leyden 
(1745), his first collection of odes ; and was im- 
pelled by his rage of patriotism to write a very 
acrimonious epistle to Pulteney, whom he stig- 
matises, under the name of Curio, as the betrayer 
of his country. 
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Being now to live by his profession, he first 
commenced physician at Northampton, ^here Dr. 
Stonehouse then practised, with such reputation 
and success, that a stranger was not likely to gun 
ground upon him. Akenside tried the contest a 
while ; and, having deafened the place with cla- 
mours for liberty, removed to Hampstead, where 
he resided more than two years, and then fixed 
himself in London, the proper place for a man of 
accomplishments like his. 

At London he was known as a poet, but was still 
to make his way as a physician ; and would perhaps 
have been reduced to great exigencies, but that 
Mr. Dyson, with an ardour of friendship that has 
not many examples, allowed him three hundred 
pounds a year. Thus supported, he advanced 
gradually in medical reputation, but never attained 
any great extent of practice, or eminence of po- 
pularity. A physician in a great city seems to be 
the mere plaything of fortune} his degree of re- 
putation is, for the most part, totally casual : they 
that employ him know not his excellence ; they 
that reject him know not his deficience. By any 
acute observer, who had looked on the transactions 
of the medical world for half a century, a very 
curious book might be written on the ** Fortune 
of Physicians.** 

Akenside appears not to have been wairtii^ to 
his own success : he placed himself in view by all 
the common methods j he became a Fellow of the 
Royal Society; he obtained a degree at Cam- 
bridge; and was admitted into the College of 
Physicians ; he wrote little poetry, but published. 
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from time to time, medical essays and observatians ; 
he became physician to St. Thomas's Hospital ; he 
read the Gulstonian Lectures in Anatomy j but 
began to give, for the Crounian Lecture, a history 
of the revival of learning, from which he soon de- 
sisted ; and, in conversation, he very eagerly forced 
himself into notice by an ambitious ostentation of 
elegance and literature. 

His Discourse on the Dysentery (1764) was con- 
sidered as a very conspicuous specimen of Latinity, 
which entitled him to the same height of place 
among the scholars as he possesed before among 
the wits ; and he might perh^s have risen to a 
greater elevation of character, but that his studies 
were ended with his life, by a putrid fever, June 23, 
1770, in the fprty-ninth year of his age. 



AKENSIDE is to be considered as a didactick 
and lyrick poet. His great work is the " Pleasures 
of Imagination j'* a performance which, published 
as it was, at the age of twenty-three, raised ex- 
pectations that were not amply satisfied. It has 
undoubtedly a just claim to very particular notice, 
as an example of great felicity of genius, and un- 
common amplitude of acquisitions, of a young 
mind stored with images, and much exercised in 
combining and comparing them. 

With the philosophical or religious tenets of the 
author I have nothing to do ; my business is with 
his poetry. The subject is well chosen^ as it in- 
cludes all images that can strike or please, and thus 
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comprises every species of poetical delist. The 
only difficulty is in the choice of examples and il- 
lustrations i and it is not easy in such exukberance 
of matter to find the middle point between penury 
and satiety. The parts see'm artificially disposed, 
with sufficient coherence, so as that they, cannot 
change their places Without injury to the general 
design. 

His images are displayed with such luxuriance 
of expression, that they are hidden^ like Butler's 
Moon, by a " Veil of Light j" they. are forms 
fantastically lost under superfluity of dress. Pars 
minima est ipsa puellasiU. The words are multi- 
plied till the sense is hardly perceived j attention 
deserts the mind, and settles in the ear. The 
reader wanders* through the gay diffiision, some- 
times amazed, and sometimes delighted ; but, after 
many turnings in the flowery labyrinth, comes out 
as he went in. He remarked little, and laid hold 
on nothing. 

To his versification justice requires that praise 
should not be denied. In the general fabrication 
of his lines he is perhaps superior to any other, 
writer of blank verse ; his flow is smooth, and his 
pauses are musical ; but the concatenation of his 
verses is commonly too long continued^ and the. 
full close does not recur with sufficient frequency. 
The sense is carried on through a long intertex- 
ture of complicated clauses, and, as nothing is 
distinguished, nothing is rememl^red. 

The exemption which blank verse afibrds from, 
the necessity of closing the sense with the couplet 
betrays luxuriant and active minds into such self- 
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indulgence, that they pile image upon image, or- 
nament upon ornament, and are not easily per* 
suaded to close the sense at all. Blank verse will 
therefore, I fear, be too often found in description 
exuberant, in argument loquacious, and in narra- 
tion tiresome. 

His diction is certainly poetical as it is not pro- 
saick, and elegant as it is not vulgar. He is to 
be commended as having fewer artifices of disgust 
than most of his brethren of the blank song. He 
rarely either recalls old phrases, or twists his metre 
into harsh inversions. The sense, however, of his 
words is strained ; when " he views the Ganges 
from Alpine heights;'* that is, from mountains 
like the Alps. And the pedant surely intrudes 
(but when was blank verse without pedantry?) 
when he tells how ^* Planets absolve the stated 
roynd of Time.'* 

It is generally known to the readers of poetry 
that he intended to revise and augment this work, 
but died before he had completed his design. The 
reformed work as he left it, and the additions which 
he had made, are very properly retained in the late 
collection. He seems to have somewhat contracted 
his difiusion; but I know not whether he has 
gained in closeness what he has lost in splendor. 
In the additional book, the " Tale pf Solon'* is 
too long. 

One great defect of this poem is very properly 
censured by Mr. Walker, unless it may be said, in 
his defence, that what he has omitted was not 
properly in his plan. " His picture of man is 
grand and beautiful, but unfinished. The immor- 
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tality of the soul, which is the natural consequence 
of the appetites and powers She is invested with, 
is scarcely once hinted throughout the poem. This 
deficiency is amply supplied by the masterly pencil 
of Dr. Young j who, like a good philosopher, has 
invincibly proved the immortality of man, from' 
the grandeur of his conceptions, and the meanness 
and misery of his state ; for this reason, a few 
passages are selected from the * Night Thoughts,' 
which, with those from Akenside, seem to form a 
complete view of the powers, situation, and end 
of man.*' * Exercises for Improvement in Elocu- 
tion,* p. 66. , 

His other poems are now to be considered ; but 
a short consideration will despatch them. It is 
not easy to guess why he addicted himself so di- 
ligently to lyrick poetry, having neither the ease 
and airiness of the lighter, nor the vehemence and 
elevation of the grander ode. When he lays his ill- 
&ted hand upon his harp, his former powers seem 
to desert him ; he has no longer his luxuriance of 
expression, nor variety of images. His thoughts 
are cold, and his words inelegant. Yet such was 
his love of lyricks, that, having written with great 
vigour and poignancy his " Epistle to Curio,'* he 
transformed it afterwards into an ode disgraceful 
only to its author. 

Of his odes nothing favourable can be said ; the 
sentiments commonly want force, nature, or no- 
velty j the diction is sometimes harsh and uncouth, 
the stanzas ill-constructed and unpleasant, and the 
rhymes dissonant, or unskilfully disposed, too dis- 
tant from each other, or arranged with too little 
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regard to established use, and therefore perplexing 
to the ear, which in a short composition has not 
time to grow familiar with an innovation. 

To examine such compositions singly cannot be 
required j they have doubtless brighter and darker 
parts ; but, when they are once found to be ge- 
nerally dull, all further labour may be spared ; for 
to what use can the wort be criticised that will 
not be read ? 
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Thomas gray, the son of Mr. Philip Gray, 
a scrivener of London, was born in Cornhill, No- 
vember 26, 1716. His grammatical education he 
received at Eton, under the care of Mr. Antrobus, 
his mother's brother, then assistant to Dr. George, 
and wlien he left school, in 1734, entered a pen- 
sioner at Peterhouse in Cambridge. 

The transition from the school to the college 
is, to most young scholars, the time from which 
they date their years of manhood, liberty, and 
happiness ; but Gray seems to have been vqry little 
delighted with academical gratifications ; he Jiked 
at Cambridge ueit^^r the mode of, life nor the 
fashion of study, and lived sullenly op, to the tim? 
when his attendance op lectures was no longer 
required. As he intended to profess the conunon 
law, he took no degree. 

When he had been ^.t C^^mbridge about five 
years, Mr. Horace Walpole, whose friendship he 
had gained at Eton, invited him to tijavel with Jhim 
as his couipanion. They wandered through Fiance 
into Italy J and Gray's Letters contain a ve;cy 
pleasing , account of many parts of their Jounvey. 
But unequal friendships are easily dissolved : at 
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Florence they quarrelled, and parted ; and Mr. 
Walpole is now content to have it told that it was 
by his fault. If we look, however, without pre- 
judice on the world, we shall fijid that men, whose 
consciousness of their own merit sets them above 
the compliances of servility, . are apt enough in 
their association with superiors to watch their own 
dignity with troublesome and punctilious jealousy, 
and in the fervour of independence to exact that 
attention which they refuse to pay. Part they did, 
whatever was the quarrel ; and the rest of their 
travels was doubtless more unpleasant to them 
both. Gray continued his journey in a manner 
suitable to his own little fortune, with only an 
occasional servant. 

He returned to England in September 1741, 
and in about two months afterwards buried his 
father, who had, by an injudicious waste of money 
upon a new house, so much lessened his fortune, 
that Gray thought himself too poor to study the 
law. He therefore retired to Cambridge, where 
he soon after became Bachelor of Civil Law, and 
where, without liking the place or its inhabitants, 
or professing to like them, he passed, except a 
short re^sidence at London, the rest of his life. 

About this time he was deprived of Mr. West, 
the son of a chancellor of Ireland, a friend on 
whoin he appears to have set a high value, and 
who deserved his esteem by the powers which he 
shows in his Letters, and in the " Ode to May,*' 
which Mr. Mason has preserved, as well as by the 
jsincerity with which, when Gray sent him part of 
f* Agrippina,** a tragedy that he had just begun. 
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he gave an opinion which probably intercepted the 
progress of the work, and which the judgement of 
every reader will confirm. It was certainly no loss 
to the English stage that " Agrippina*' was never 
finished. 

In this year (1742) Gray seems to have afiplied 
himself seriously to poetry ; for in this y6ar were 
produced the " Ode to Spring," his " Prospect erf 
Eton,*' and his " Ode to Adversity/' He beg^n 
likewise a Latin poem, " De principiis cogitandi.'* 

It may be collected from the narrative of Mr. 
Mason, that his first ambition was to have excelled 
in Latin poietry : perhaps it were reasonable to 
wish that he had prosecuted his design; for, 
though there is at present some embarrassment in 
his phrase, and some harshness in bis^lyrick num- 
bers, his copiousness of language is such as very 
few possess ; and his lines, even when imperfect, 
discover a writer whom practice would have made 
skilfuL 

He now lived on at Peterhouse, very little soli- 
citous what others did or thought, and cultivated 
his mind and enlarged his views without any other 
purpose than of improving and amusing himself; 
when Mr. Mason, being elected Fellow of Pem- 
broke Hsdl, brought him a compamon who was 
afterwards to be his editor, and whose fondness 
and fidielity has kindled in him a zeal of admifartion 
whidi cannot be reasonably expected from the 
neutrality of a strsinger, and the coldness of a 
cfitick* ' 

In this retirement he wrote (17*7) an ode on the 
" Death of Mr. Walpole's Cat /' and the year 
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afterwards attempted a poem, of more importance, 
on " Government and Education," of which the 
fragments which remain have many excellent lines. 
His next production (1750) was his far-famed 
" Elegy in the Churchyard," which, finding its 
way into a Magazine, first, I believe, made him 
known to the publick. 

An invitation from Lady Cobham about this 
time gave occasion to an odd composition called 
" A Long Story," which adds little to Gray's 
character. 

Several of his pieces were |)ublished {1753), 
with designs by Mr. Bentley ; and, that they might 
in some form or other make a book, only one side 
of each leaf was printed. I believe the poems and 
the plates recommenced each other so well, that 
the whole impression was soon bought. This year 
he lost his mother. 

Some time afterwards (17^6) some young men 
of the college, whose chambers were near his, 
diverted themselves with disturbing him by fre- 
quent and troublesome noises, and, as is said, by 
pranks yet more offensive and contemptuous. This 
insolence, having endured it a while, he repre- 
sented to the governors of the society, among 
whom perhaps he had no friends; and, finding 
his complaint little regarded, removed himself to 
Pembroke Hall. 

In 1757 he published " The Progress of Poetry*' 
and " The Bard," two compositions at which the 
readers of poetyy were at first content to g^ze in 
mute amazen^ent. Some that tried them confessed 
their inability to understand them, though War« 
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burton said that they were understood as well as 
the works of Milton and Shakspeare, which it is 
the fashion to admire. Garrick wrote a few lines 
in their praise. Some hardy champions undertook 
to rescue them from neglect ; and in a short time 
many were content to be shown beauties which 
they could not see. 

Gray's reputation was now so high, that, after 
the death of Gibber, he had the honour of refusing 
the laurel, which was then bestowed <mi Mr. White- 
head. 

His curiosity, not long after, drew him away 
from Cambridge to a lodging near the Museum, 
where he resided near three years, reading and 
transcribing; and, so far as can be discovered, 
very little affected by two odes on " Oblivion*' 
and "Obscurity," in which hislyrick performances 
were ridiculed with much contempt and much in- 
genuity. 

When the Professor of Modern History at Cam- 
bridge died, he was, as he says, " cockered and 
spirited up,'' till he asked it of Lord Bute, who 
sent him a civil refusal ; and the place was given 
to Mr. Brocket, the tutor of Sir James Lowther. 

His constitution was weak, and, believing that 
his health was promoted by exercise snd change 
of place, he undertook (1765) a journey into Scot- 
land, of which his account, so far as it extends, is 
very curious and elegant: for^ as his compre- 
hension was ample, his curiosity extended to aU 
the works of art, all the appearances of nature, 
and all the monuments of past events. He na- 
turally contracted a friendship with Dr. Beattie, 
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whom he found a poet, a philosopher, and a good 
man. The Mareschal College at Aberdeen offered 
him a degree of Doctor of Laws, which, having 
omitted to take it at Cambridge, he thought it 
decent to refuse. 

What he had formerly solicited in vain was at 
last given him without solicitation. The professor- 
ship of history became again vacant, and he re- 
ceived (I768) an offer of it from the Duke of 
Grafton. He accepted, and retained it to his 
death ; always designing lectures but never read- 
ing them; uneasy at his neglect of duty, and 
appeasing his uneasiness with designs of reforma- 
tion, and with a resolution which he believed 
himself to have made of resigning the office, if he 
found himself unable to discharge it. 

Ill health made another journey necessary, and 
he visited (I769) Westmorland and Cumberland. 
He that reads his epistolary narration wishes, that 
to travel, and to tell his travels, had been more of 
his employinent; but it is by studying at home 
that we must obtain the ability of travelling with 
intelligence and improvement. 

His travels and his studies were now near their 
end. The gout, of which he had sustained many 
weak attacks, fell upon his stomach, and, yielding 
to no medicines, produced strong convulsions, 
which (July 30, 1771) terminated in death. 

His character I am willing to adopt, as Mr. 
Mason has done, from a letter written to my friend 
Mr. Boswell, by the Rev. Mr. Temple, rector of 
St. Grluvias in Cornwall ; and am as willing as his 
warmest well-wisher to believe it true. 

VOL. III. • B B 
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^* Perhaps Jbe wis- tbr moat l^ni^mAafT« 
Europe. He was. qqu^Uyiacqiwatod mth, tWieim 
gant and prefouod' parts, of ^bi3ce,.;and,that not 
superficially^ but tkorougWy. He kaew evety 
branch of history* botli natural and civil ; badjread 
all the original lu3tanans of England, Er;aiice^ and 
Italy; and was a great antiquarian. Criticism^ 
metaphysicks, moraU, politicks, made a pnncipsd 
part of his study; voyages and travels of all sorts 
were his favourite amusements ; and he Jiad a fine 
taste in painting, prints, architecture, and gardeiQ^ 
ing. With such a fund of knowledge, his: conversa- 
tion must have been equally instructing and entf^r- 
taining ; but he was also a good man, a num <^ 
virtue and humanity. There is no character without 
some speck, some imperfection^ ; and I think the 
greatest defect in his was an a6^ti4ioa in de- 
licacy, or rather effeminacy^ aad^ a visiWe fiisti- 
diousness, or contempt and.disdain of his iaferioifirs 
in science. He also had, in sob^ d^r^e^ ihit 
weakness which disgusted Voltaire somuchiiiiMr. 
Congreve : though he seemed Xq value, ettbers 
chiefly according to the jwogresa they hadinadein 
knowledge, yet he could not bear to be considered 
merely as a man of letters ; and, though without 
birth, or fortune,-or station, his desire was to;be 
looked upon as a private ilidependent gentleman, 
who read for his amusement, . Perhaps i it .fnafy be 
said. What signifies so much knosirlei^ft^^fcttiKit 
produced so little J JLsit worth* taking 'to much 
pains to leave no memorial but a few poems? But 
let it be considered that Mn Gray was to others 
at least innocently employed ; to himself certainly 
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beneficially. His time passed agreeably : he was 
every day making some new acquisition in science j 
his mind was enlarged, his heart softened, his 
virtue strengthened; the world and mankind were 
shown to him without a mask ; and he was taught 
to consider every thing as trifling, and unworthy 
of the attention of a wise man, except the pursuit 
of knowledge and practice of virtue, in that state 
wherein God hath placed us/* 

To this character Mr, Mason has added a more 
particular account of Gray's skill in zoology. He 
has remarked, that Gray's eflFeminacy w^as affected 
most ** before those whom he did not wish,, to 
please ;** and that he is unjustly charged with 
making knowledge his sole reason of preference, 
as he paid his esteem to none whom he did not 
likewise believe to be good. 

What has occurred to me from the slight in- 
spection of his letters in which my undertaking 
has engaged me is, that his mind had a large grasp ; 
that his curiosity was unlimited, and his judge- 
ment cultivated ; that he was a man likely to love 
much where he loved at all ; but that he was fas- 
tidious and hard to please. His contempt, how- 
ever, is often employed, where I hope it will be 
approved, upon scepticism and infidelity. His 
short account of Shaftesbury I will insert. 

" You say you cannot conceive how Lord 
Shaftesbury came to be a philosopher in vogue ; I 
will tell you : first, he was a lord ; secondly, he 
was as vain as any of his readers ; thirdly, men are 
very prone to believe what they do not under- 
stand ; fourthly, they will believe any thing at alj, 
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provided they are under no obligation td believe 
it; fifthly, they love to take a new road, even 
when that road leads no where ; sixthly, he was 
reckoned a fine writer, and seems always to mean 
more than he said. Would you have any more 
reasons? An interval of above forty years has 
pretty well destroyed the charm, . A dead lord 
ranks with commoners; vanity is no longer in- 
terested in the matter ; for a new road has become 
an old one/* 

Mr. Mason has added, from his own knowledge, 
that, though Gray was poor, he was not eager of 
money; and that, out of the little that he had, he 
w^as very willing to help the necessitous; 

As a writer he had this peculiarity, that he did 
not write his pieces first rudely, and then correct 
them, but laboured every line as it arose in the 
train of composition ; and he had a notion not 
very peculiar, that he could not write but at cer- 
tain times, or at happy moments ; a fantastick 
foppery, to which my kindness for a man of learn- 
ing and virtue wishes him to have been superior. 

Gray's poetry is now to be considered ; and I 
hope not to be looked on as an enemy to his name, 
if I confess that I contemplate it with less pleasure 
than his life. 

His Qde "J3Ja-^3pVing** has something poetical, 
both in the language and the thought ; but the 
language is too luxuriant, and the thoughts^ have 
notljiii^'ir&w. There has of late aHsen'U^ractice 
of giving to adjectives derived from substantives 
the termination of participles ; such as the cultured 
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plain, the daisied bank ; but I was sorry to see, in 
the lines of a scholar like Gray, the honied Spring, 
The morality is niatural, but too stale ; the con- 
clusion is pretty, 

ITie poem " On the Cat'* was doubtless . by its 
author considered as a trifle, but it is not a happy 
trifle. In the first stanza, " the azure flowers that 
blow*' show resolutely a rhyme is sometimes made 
when it cannot easily be found. Selima, the cat, 
is called a nymph, with some violence both to 
language and sense; but there is no good use 
made of it when it is done ; for of the two lines. 

What female beart can gold despise ? 
What cat 's averse to fish ? 

the first relates merely to the nymph, and the 
second only to the cat. The sixth stanza contains 
a melancholy truth, that " a favourite has no 
friend ;** but the last ends in a pointed sentence 
of no relation to the purpose ; iiwhat glistered had 
been goldy the cat would not have gone into the 
water j and, if she had, would not less have been 
drowned. 

The " Prospect of Eton College'* suggests no- 
thing to Gray which every beholder does not 
equally think and feel. His supplication to father 
Thames, to tell him who drives the hoop or tosses 
the ball, is useless and puerile. Father Thames 
has no better means of knowing than himself. His 
epithet "buxom health" is not elegant; he seems 
not to understand the word. Gray thought his 
language more poetical as it was more remote from 
common use : finding in Dryden ** honey redolent 
of spring," an expression that reaches the utmost 
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limits of our language. Gray drove it a little more 
beyond common apprehension, by making ** gales ** 
to be " redolent of joy and youth." 

Of the " Ode on Adversity,*' the hint was at 
first taken from " O Diva, gratum quae regis An- 
tium ;'* but Gray has excelled his original by the 
variety of his sentiments, and by their moral ap* 
plication. Of this piece, at once poetical and 
rational, I will not by slight objections violate the 
dignity. 

My process has now brought me to the wonderfid 
" Wonder of Wonders," the two Sister Odes ; by 
which, though either vulgar ignorance or common 
sense at first universally rejected them, many have 
been since persuaded to think themselves de*- 
lighted. I am one of those that are willing to be 
pleased, and therefore would gladly find the mean- 
ing of the first stanza of the ^* Progress 6f Poetry." 

Gray seems in his rapture to confound the 
images of " spreading sound and running water," 
A " stream of musick" may be allowed; but where 
does " musick," however " smooth and strong," 
after having visited the " verdant vales, roll down 
the steep amain," so as that " rocks and nodding 
groves rebellow to the roar?" If this be said of 
musick, it is nonsense j if it be said of water» it 
is nothing to the purpose. 

The second stanza, exhibiting Mar's car and 
Jove's eagle, is unworthy of further notice. Cri- 
ticism disdains to chase a school-boy to his com- 
mon-places. 

To the third it may likewise be objected, that 
it is drawn from mythology, though such as may 
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bjie.flUQ^^j^ ftasily a9Siiiiilate4 to real life. Idalia's 
" yelyet green" has something of cant. An epi- 
thet or metaphor drawn from Nature ennobles 
Art : an ^pith^t or metaphor drawn from Art de- 
grees, liTatme. , Gray is too fond of words arbi- 
traxily apmpounjied^ ^* Many-twinkling " was for- 
merly c^psujfed .a^ , not analogical ; we may say 
^^^ many-spotted/' but scarcely ** many-spotting.** 
This stg-nza,. however, has something pleasing. 

Of the second ternary of stanzas, the first en- 
deavours to tell something, and would have told 
it> had it not been crossed by Hyperion: the 
second describes well enough the universal pre- - 
valence of poetry ; but I am afraid that the con- 
clusion will not rise from the premises. TThe 
caverns of the North and the plains of Chili are 
not the residences of ." glory and generous shame.** 
But that.poetry and, virtue go always together is 
^.a^ opinion so pleasing, that I can forgive him who 
resQ^v^s to think it true. 

, . The thi?(i ,9tanza spunds big with " Delphi,** 
and " Egean^** a^d " Ilissus,** and " Meander,** 
.and "hallowed fountains,** and " solemn sound j*' 
but in ail Gray's odes there is a kind of cumbrous 
splendour which we wish away. His position is 
^t last false: in the time of Dante and Petrarch, 
from whom we derive our . first school of poetry, 
Italy was overrrun by " tyrant and power** and 
f * cowapd vice ;** nor was our state much better 
,when we first, borrowed the Italian arts. 

Of the third ternary, the first gives a mytho- 
logical birth of Shaksppare* What is said of that 
mighty g^niijts^s^ tru^ ; tut Jit is not said happily : 
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the real effects pt this poetical power are out of 
sight by the pomp of machinery. Where truth is 
sufficient to fill the mind, fiction is worse than use- 
less; the cmmterfeit debases the genuine. 

His account of Milton^s blindness, if we suppose 
it caused by study in the formation of his poem/a 
supposition surely allowable, is poetically true, and 
happily imagided. But the car of Dryden, with 
his two coursersj has nothing in it peculiar ; it is a 
car in which any other rider may be placed. 

*^ The Bard** appears, at the first view, to Ikl 
as Algarotti and others have remarked, an imita\ 
tion of the prophecy of Nereus. Algarotti thinks it[ 
superior to its original ; and, if preference depends! 
only on the imagery and animation of the two 
poems, his judgement is right. There is in " Tlie 
Bard** more force, more thought, and more va- 
riety. But to copy is less than to invent, and the 
copy has been unhappily produced at a wrong timei 
The fiction of Horace was to the Romans credible; 
but its revival disgusts us with apparent and un- 
conquerable falsehood. IncredtUtcs odi. 

To select a singular event, and swell it to a 
giant*s bulk by fabulous appendages of spectres 
and predictions, has little difficulty ; for he that 
forsakes the probable may always find the mar- 
vellous. And it has little use ; we are afiected 
only as we believe ; we are improved only as we 
find something to be imitated or declined. I do 
not see that " Hie Bard" promotes any truth, 
moral or political. 

His stanzas are too long, especially his epodes ; 
the ode is finished before the ear has learned its 
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maasuresy and consequently before it can receive 
pleasure from their consonance and recurrence. 

Of the first irtanza the abrupt begirfning has been 
celebrated ; but technical beauties can giv^ praise 
only to the inventor. It is in the power of any 
man t^ rush abruptly upon his subject, thart h^ 
read the ballad of JoA;{^ ^rm^/rofi^. 

Is there ever a man in all Scotland — 

The initial resemblances, or alliterations, ** ruin, 
ruthless, helm or hauberk,*' are below the gnaxideur 
of a poem that endeavours at sublimity. -^f 

In the second stanza the Bard is well described ; 
but in the third we have the puerilities of obsolete 
mythology. When we are told that " Cadwallo 
hush'd the stormy main," and that " Modred 
made huge Plinlimmon bow his cloud-toppM head," 
attention recoils from the repetition of a tale that, 
even when it was first heard, wasJieard with scorn* 

The weaving of the winding-sheet he borrowed, 
as he owns, from the Northern Bards; but their 
texture, hpwever, was very properly the woyk. of 
female powers, as the act of spinning the thread 
of life is another mythology. Theft is always 
dangerous; Gray has made weavers .of slaughtei^d 
bards by a fiction outrageous and. incongruous. 
They are then called upon to ** Weave the warp, 
and weave the woof,** perhaps with no great pro- 
priety ; for it is by crossing the woo/* with the warp 
that men weave the web or piece ; and the first 
line was dearly bought by the admission of its 
wretched correspondent, " Give ample room and 
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verge ^enough*." He has, however, no other ^ne 
as bad. 

The third stanza of the second ternary is qoiBr 
mended, I think, beyond its merit. i.The persooi* 
fication is indistinct. Thirst and Jumper are not 
alike; and their features, to makp the m^^y 
perfect, should have been discriminated* We are 
told, in the same stanza, how " towers are fed/' 
But I will no longer look for particular faults ; yet 
let it be observed that the ode might have been 
concluded with an action of better example \ but 
suicide is always to be had, without expense of 
thought. 

These odes are marked by glittering accumu- 
lations of ungraceful ornaments; they strike rather 
than please ; the images are magnified by affecta- 
tion; the language is laboured into' harshness. 
The mind of the writer seems to work with un- 
natural violence. *^ Double, double, toil and 
trouble." He has a kind of strutting dignity, and 
is tall by walking on tiptoe. His art and his 
struggle are too visible, and there is t09 little ap- 
pearance of ease and nature. 

To say that he has no beauties, would be unjust : 
a man like him, of great learning and great in- 
dustry, could not but produce something valuable. 
When he pleases least, it can only be said that ^ 
good design was ill directed. 



* " I have a soul, that like an ample shield 

Can take in all ; and verge enough for more.*' 

Dryoen's Sebastian. 
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His translations of Northern and Welsh poetry 
deserve praise ; the imagery is preserved, perhaps 
often improved ; but the language is unlike the 
language of other poets. 

In the character of his Elegy I rejoice to con- 
cur with the common reader ; for by the common 
sense of readers, uncorrupted with literary pre- 
judices, after all the refinements of subtilty and the 
dogmatism of learning, must be finally decided all 
claim to poetical honours. The " Churchyard*' 
abounds with images which find a mirror in every 
mind, and with sentiments to which every bosom 
returns an echo. The four stanzas, beginning 
" Yet even these bones,** are to me original : I 
have never seen the notions in any other place ; 
yet he that reads them here persuades himself that 
he has always felt them. Had Gray written often 
thus, it had been vain to blame, and useless to 
praise him. 
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George LYTTELTON, the son of sir Thomas 
Lyttelton, of Hagley, in Worcestershire, was bom 
in 1709. He was educated at Eton, where he was 
so much distinguished, that his exercises were re- 
commended as models to his school-fellows. 

From Eton he went to Ghrist-church, where he 
retained the same reputation of superiority, and 
displayed his abilities to the publick in a poem on 
" Blenheim/' 

He was a very early writer, both in verse and 
prose. His " Progress of Love," and his ** Persian 
Letters,*' were both written when he was very 
young ; and indeed the character of a young man 
is very visible in both. The verses cant of shep- 
herds and flocks, and crooks dressed with flowers ; 
and the letters have something of that indistinct 
and headstrong ardour for liberty which a man of 
grains always catches when he enters the world, 
and always suffers to cool as he passes forward*^ 

•He staid not long in Oxford; for iii 1728 he 
begap bis travels, and saw France and Italy. 
When he returned, he obtained a seat in parlia- 
ment, and soon distinguished himself among the 
most eager exponents of Sir Robert Walpole, 
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though his father, who was Commissioner of the 
Admiralty, always voted with the court. 

For many years the name of George Lyttelton, 
was seen in every account of every debate in the 
House of Contjmona. He opposed the standing 
army ; he opposed the excise ; he supported the 
motion for petitioning the king to remove Wal- 
pole. His zeal was considered by the courtiers 
not only as violent, but as acrimonious and ma- 
lignant; and, when Walpole was at la^ hunted 
from his places, every effort was made by his 
friends, and many friends he had, to exclude 
Lyttelton from the secret committee. 

The Prince of Wales, being (1737) driven from 
St. James's, kept a separate court, and opened his 
arms to the opponents of the ministry. Mr. Lyttelr 
ton became bis secretary, and was supposed to 
have great influence in the direction oi his con^ 
duct. He persuaded his master, whose business it 
was now to be popular, that he would advance his 
character by patronage. Mallet was made under- 
secretary, with 200/.; and Thomson had a pension 
of 100/. a year. For Thomson Lyttelton always 
retained his kindness, and was able at last to place 
him at ease. 

Moore courted his favour by an apologetical 
poem, called the " Trial of Selim ;'* for which he 
-was paid with kind words, which, as is common, 
raised great hopes, that were at last disappointed. 

Lyttelton now stood in the first rank of oppo^ 
sition ; and Pope, who was incited, it is not easy to 
say how, to increase the clamour against the mi^ 
nistry, commended him among the other patriots. 
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in the house, imputed to him as a crime his in« 
timacy vith a lampooner so unjust and licenti<ms. 
Lyttelton supported his friend ; and replied, that 
he thought it an honour to be received into the 
familiarity of so great a poet. 

While he was thus conspicuous, he married 
(I741) Miss Lucy Fortescue of Devonshire, by 
whom he had a son, tlij^ late Lord Lyttelton, and 
two daughters, and wifJi whom he appears to have 
lived in the highest degree of connubial felicity : 
but human pleasures are short ; she died in child- 
bed about five years afterwards ; and he solaced 
his grief by writing a long poem to her memory. 

He did not, however, condemn himself to per. 
petual solitude and sorrow ; for, after a while, he 
was content to seek happiness again by a second 
marriage with the daughter of Sir Robert Rich ; 
but the experiment was unsuccessfuL 

At length, after a long struggle, Walpole gave 
way, and honour and profit were distributed among 
his conquerors. Lyttelton was made (1744) one 
of the Lords of the Treasury j and from that time 
was engaged in supporting the schemes of the 
ministry. 

Politicks did not, however, so much engage him 
as to withhold his thoughts from things of more 
importance. He bad, in the pride of juvenile con- 
fidence, with the help of corrupt conversation, en- 
tertained doubts of the truth of Christianity; but 
he thought the time now come when it was no 
longer fit to doubt or believe by chance, and ap- 
plied himself seriously to the great question. His 
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studies, being bcmest, ended in conviction. He 
founcl th»t reHgion vfiSLS ttue, and what i be had 
lefiraed'he bndeavKWwed to teach (174T)by " GHb^ 
Sei^ralions; on fbhe Conversion of St* Piwil j^* a trea- 
tise to which iig^deHty has never been able to fa* 
bricate a specious answer- This book his father had 
the l^ppiness of seeing, and e^ipressed his pleasure 
in a letter which deserves to be insesrted- 

** I have read your religious treatise with infinite 
pleasure and satisfaction. The style is fine and 
clear, the arguments close, cogent, and irresistible. 
May the King of Kings, whose glorious cause you 
have so wdl defended, reward your pious labours, 
and grant that I may be found worthy, through 
the merits of Jesus Christ, to be an eye*-witness of 
that'hapjHness which I don't doubt he wiU boun- 
tifully bestow upon you. In the mean time, I 
shall never cease glorifying God, for having en- 
dowed you with such useM talents, and giving 
me so good a son. • 

" Your aflfectionate father, 

Thomas Lyttelton.** 

A few years afterwards (1751), by the death of 
his. father, he inherited a baronet^s title with a 
large estate, which, though perhaps he did not 
augment, he was careful to adorn by a house of 
^eat elegance and expense, and by much atten- 
tion to the decoration of his park. 

As he continued his activity in parliament, he 
was gradually advancing his claim to profit and 
preferment j and accordingly was made in time 
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(I754) cofferer and privy counseHor : this place 
he exchanged next year for the great office of 
chancellor of the Exchequer ; an office, however, 
that required some qualifications which he soon 
perceived himself to want. 

The year after, his curiosity led him into Wales; 
of which he has given an account, perhaps rather 
with too much affectation of delight, to Archibald 
Bower, a man of whom he has conceived an opi- 
nion more favourable than he seems to have de- 
served, and whom, having once espoused his in- 
teirest and fame, he was never persuaded to disown. 
Bower, whatever was his moral character^ did not 
want abilities ; attacked as he was by an universal 
outcry, and that outcry, as it seems, the echo of 
truth, he kept his ground ; at last, when his de- 
fences began to fail him, he sallied out upon his 
adversaries, and his adversaries retreated. 

About this time Lyttelton published his " iJia- 
logues of the Dead,'* which were very eagerly read, 
though the production rather, as it seems, of leisure 
than of study : rather effusions than compositions. 
The names of his persons too often enable the 
reader to anticipate their conversation ; and, when 
they have met, they too often part without any 
conclusion. He has copied Fenelon ^nore than 
Fontenelle. 

When they were first published, they were kindly 
commended by the " Critical Reviewers ; '* and 
poor Lyttelton, with humble gratitude, returned, 
in a note which I have read, acknowledgements 
which can never be proper, since they must be 
paid either for flattery or for justice. 
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When, in the latter part of the last reign, the 
inauspijcious commencement of the war made the 
disralntion of the ministry unavoidable. Sir George 
Lyttelton, losing with the rest his employment, 
was recompensed with a peerage ; and rested from 
political turbulence in the House of Lords. 

His last literary production was his ** History of 
Henry the Second,*' elaborated by the searches 
and deliberations of twenty years, and published 
with such anxiety as only vanity can dictate. 

The story of this publication is remarkable. The 
whole work was printed twice over, a great part of 
it three times, and many sheets four or five times. 
The booksellers paid for the first impression ; but 
the charges and repeated operations of the press 
were at the expense of the author, whose ambitious 
accuracy is known to have cost him at least a 
thousand pounds. He began to print in 1755. 
Three volumes appeared in 1764, a second edition 
of them in 1767> a third edition in I768, and the 
conclusion in 1771- 

Andrew Reid, a man not without considerable 
abSities, and not unacquainted with letters or with 
life, undeii^ook to persuade Lyttelton, as he had 
persuaded himself, that he was master of the seci'et 
of punctuation ; and, as fear begets credulity, he 
was employed, I know not at what price, to point the 
pages of ^* Henry the Second.'* The book was ait 
last pointed and printed, and sent into the world. 
Lyttelton took money for his copy, of which when 
he had paid the pointer, he probably gave the rest 
away ; for he was very liberal to the indigent. 

When time brought the History to a third edi- 
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tion, Reid was either dead or discarded ; and the 
superintendence of typography and punctuation 
was committed to a man originally a comb-maker, 
but then known by the style of Doctor. Something 
uncommon was probably expected, and something 
uncommon was at last done ; for to the Doctor's 
edition is appended, what the world had hardly 
seen before, a list of errors in nineteen pages. 

But to politicks and literature there must be an 
end. Lord Ljrttelton had never the appearance of 
a strong or of a healthy man ; he had a slender, 
uncompacted frame, and a meagre face ; he lasted, 
however, sixty years, and was then seized with his 
last illness. Of his death a very affecting and in- 
structive account has been given by his physician, 
which will spare me the task of his moral cha- 
racter. 

" On Sunday evening the symptoms of his 
lordship's disorder, which for a week past had 
alarmed us, put on a fatal appearance, and his 
lordship believed himself to be a dying man. From 
this time he suffered by restlessness rather than 
pain ; though his nerves were apparently muchflut^ 
tered, his mental faculties never seemed stronger, 
when he was thoroughly awake. 

" His lordship's bilious and hepatic complaints 
seemed alone not equal to the expected mournful 
event $ his long want of sleep, whether the eonse^ 
quence of the irritation in the bowels, or, which is 
more probable, of caUses of a different kind, ac- 
counts for his loss of ^strength, and for his death, 
very sufficiently. 

" Though his lordship wished his approaching 
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dis8(dution m>t to be lingering, he waited for it 
with resignation. He said, * It is a folly, a keeping 
me in misery, now to attempt to prolong life ;' 
yet he was easily persuaded, for the satisfaction of 
others, to do or take any thing thought proper for 
him. On Saturday he had been remarkably better, 
and we were not without some hopes of his re- 
covery. 

"On Sunday, about eleven in the forenoon, his 
lordship sent for me, and said he felt a great hurry, 
and wished to have a little conversation with me, 
in order to divert it. He then proceeded to open 
the fountain of that heart, from whence goodness 
had so long flowed, as from a copious spring. 
* Doctor,' said he, * you shall be my confessor : 
when I first set out in the world, I had friends who 
endeavoured to shake my belief in the Christian 
religion. 1 saw difficulties which staggered me ; 
but I kept my mind open to conviction. The 
evidences and doctrines of Christianity, studied 
with attention, made me a most firm and persuaded 
believer of the Christian religion. I have made it 
the rule of my life, and it is the ground of my 
future hopes. I have erred and sinned ; but have 
repented, and never indulged any vicious habit. 
In politicks, and publick life, I have made publick 
good the rule of my conduct. I never gave coun- 
sels which I did not at the time think the best. I 
have seen that I was sometimes in the wrong ; but 
I did not err des^gnedly^ I have endeavoured, in 
private life, to do all the good in my power, and 
never for a moment could indulge malicious or 
unjust designs upon any person whatsoever.' 
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** At another time he said, * I must leave my 
soul in the same state it was in before this illness ; 
I find this a very inconvenient time for solicitude 
about any thing.' 

" On the evening, when the symptoms of death 
came on, he said, * I shall die ; but it will not be 
your fault.' When Lord and Lady Valentia came 
to see his lordship, he gave them his solemn bene- 
diction, and said, * Be good, be virtuous, my lord ; 
you must come to this/ Thus he continued giving 
his dying benediction to all around him. On 
Monday morning a lucid interval gave some small 
hopes, but these vanished in the evening ; and he 
continued dying, but with very little uneasiness, 
till Tuesday morning, August 22, when, between 
seven and eight o'clock, he expired, almost without 
a groan." 

His lordship was buried at Hagley ; and the fol- 
lowing? inscription is cut on the side of his lady's 
monument: 

^' This unadorned stone was placed here 
by the particular desire and express 
directions of the Right Honourable 

George Lord Lyttelton, 
who died August 22, 1773, aged 6*4." 



Lord Lyttelton's Poems are the works of a man 
of literature and judgement, devoting pairt of his 
time to versification. They have nothing to be 
despised, and little to be admired. Of his " Pro- 
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gress of Love,** it is sufficient blame to say that 
it is pastoral. His blank verse in ** Blenheim** has 
neither much force nor much elegance. His little 
performances, whether songs or epigrams, are 
sometimes spritely, and sometimes insipid. His 
epistolary pieces have a smooth equability, which 
cannot much tir^, because they are short, but 
which seldom elevates or surprises. But from this 
censure ought to be excepted his " Advice to 
Belinda,** which, though for the most part written 
when he was very young, contains much truth and 
much prudence, very elegantly and vigorously ex- 
pressed, and shows a mind attentive to life, and 
a power of poetry which cultivation might have 
raised to excellence. 



THE END. 
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